A DOUBLE PLAYMATE PACKAGE FOR YOUR YULETIDE PLEASURE 
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Do your Christmas shopping from this page 


New, intriguing gifts with a future by PARIS 


Every man on your list needs a new *Paris?* Belt. So be different—and be 
ft he will enjoy wearing throughout the 


remembered for giving him a g 


ctions from th line belts with handsome initi 


ful Collector's С: 


year. Make yo 


г 


or choose this һе se with belt and matching jewelry. 


In panel, No. 800. Center,No.561—Bench- Below, No. 395—Supple, 
wardrobe. Cowhide! 
plated stud buckle. 
and tie bar. Only $8. 


Complete accessors 
It, rhodium or gold. 


- made of fine grained tallow leather, emhose 
cowhide, detachable edge design and two-tone 
initial buckle. $5.00. initial buckle, only $3.50. 
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FOUR YEARS AGO, when most men's maga- 
zines were thumping hairy chests and 
devoting themselves to stories of the Т 
Alea Man-Eating Tiger Alive and Lived 
ilk, a new publication appeared on the 
nation’s newsstands. It had Marilyn 
Monroe on the cover instead of a bull 
nd inside, male readers dis- 
covered, Miss Monroe appeared in some- 
what more detail, as part of a full-color 
center feature. Also within the first issue 
of this new magazine were articles on 
jazz, food and drink, football, contem- 
porary furniture and the alimony game; 
fiction by authors of note; cartoons by 
such as Gardner Rea, Al Stine and Vi 
a new translation of a classic tale by 


Giovanni Boccaccio; a page of sophisti- 
ng of 


cated jokes; and a smart smattci 
other things calculated to ent 
and/or enlighten the young urban m; 
The suspense must be killing you, so 
we'll reveal without further ado that 
the publication just described was the 
first issue of PLAYBOY. 

You know the rest — you've read all 
about it in Time, Newsweek, Fortune, 
The Nation or perhaps on this Playbill 


SMITH 


page, where every so often it has been 
our wont to regale you with our success 
story, complete with circulation figures 
and unashamed exclamations of dazzle- 
ment, gratitude and pride. 

Rest саку: the PLAYBOY phenomenon 
will not be warmed over yet again on 
this, our Fourth Anniversary. However, 
lest vou think you are getting away 
without any commercial whatever, be ii 
formed that this issue includes an inter- 
h rrAvmov by Mike Wallace. It 
also includes fine fiction by Budd Schul- 
berg and Gerald Kersh; opinion by H. 
Allen Smith; articles by John Sack, 
Thomas Mario and Vance Packard 
(author of the bestselling The Hidden 
Persuaders); an introduction to a new 
ymate named Linda and a visit with 
Lisa, a Playmate of the nine-page 
spectacular on satirist Harvey Kurtz 
man and his cohorts; Christmas gift tips 
galore; a Ribald Classic: a page of Party 
Jokes; and other delights all demon- 
strating that in four years, PLAYBOY 
hasn't changed very much. It's just 
grown better and better. 


view wi 


Knowledgeable people give Imperial 


—in the luxurious foil gift package 


Whiskey by Hiram Walker 


BLENDED WHISKEY * 85 PROOF e 30% STRAIGHT WHISKEY, & YEARS OR MORE 
OLD * 70% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS e HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PEORIA, ILL. 
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HERBERT GOLD! 

Herbert Gold! Herbert Gold! Herbert 
Gold! The name shines from the pages 
of recent. PLAYBOY bert Gold 
wins the 1956 rrAvmov Fiction Award! 
Herbert Gold wins a С 
Jowship! No doubt remains but that 
Mr. Gold is, indeed, a talent find. How- 
ever, having just finished reading Do 
Nice Artistic Girl, there wells up from 
deep within a question: Has Mr. Gold 
fallen victim to that occupational dis- 
case of writers, successitis? There is a 
point reached by the successful author 
at which he may become confused in the 
definition of a good story, We would not 
make so bold as to state the cause of the 
affliction, but the symptoms are easily 
discernible: fascination with well-chosen 
words, preoccupation with descriptive 
prose. There is, of course. the possibility 
that we are simply stewing in our own 
stupidity, that Mr. Gold is too subtle 
for us. At the moment, though, we feel 
that all that is Gold does not necessarily 
glitter. 


Jay Scou, G. E. Smeiska 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Do Nice Artistic Girls? astonished me 
as an example of versatility. 1 recall an- 
other Herbert Gold story some months 
ago about Fraternity life and a noncon- 
formist frat brother who was made to 
suffer. It was sensitive, powerful, pro- 
found. To find the same author turning 
out a hilarious, brittle, "inside" story 
like the current one, is cause for won- 
der. |t brings to mind another similar 
experience which II never forget: seeing 
Laurence Olivier play Oedipus and 
then, alter an intermission of а few 
minutes, play a lop in powdered wig in 
a Restoration farce. 

Paul R. Reynolds 

New York, New York 


MISS AUGUST 
Three cheers for Peter Gowland and 
your August Playmate, Dolores Donlon! 


Have vou noticed her striking resem- 


blance to Jayne Mansfield (while strad- 
dling the chair), and to Corinne Calvet 
(as she adorns the couch)? 
Robert C. Lafferty HI 
Roswell, New Mexico 


Alter throwing a brief (10 minutes) 

t blonde. long-legged, beautiful 
owneyed Dolores Donlon, 1 found 
only one thing wrong with this “girl 
next-door” — she doesn’t live next door 
to me. 


George Towner 
Niagara Falls, New York 


How did Dolores Donlon acquire her 
‘Third, Cad, swimming pool and 20. 
room house with eight bedrooms? Being 
а woman, 1 am just curious. Being а 
man, my husband thinks he knows the 
answer. 


y 8 
Beverly Hills, California 
He should be ashamed of himself. 


THE BIT BIT 
‘The kitchen gear shown in The Gour- 
met Bit is certainly a handsome collec 
tion. Pity, then, the article was titled 
with а word that means а fiuing for a 
horse's mouth. What is this obsession 
rLavBoy has lor the word “bit 
Mrs. S. B. Kramer 
Sunnyvale, California 
Ever sensilive lo the shifting spectrum 
of slang, viaywoy simply seflected a 
fashionable lingual obsession. Dig? 


THE IVY TOGA 

The enchantment of your Fashion 
Editor with Ivy League clothes escapes 
me. There are large nimbi 
blooded, high-spirited American males 
who cannot down to the 
scrawny, narrowshouldered youths for 
whom such clothes were designed. Ob. 
viously, there must be a richer style of 
garment for these robust types. 1 would 
suggest that a better fitting and more 
proper style of garment should be 
marked for promotion by the leadership 
ius of rrAvsoY magazine, For thi 


s of red- 


measure 
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THOSE 
REINDEER... 
SANTA 
WON'T GO 
ANYWHERE 
WITHOUT 

HIS 


Come donder or 
blitzen, rain or shine, 
B^, — there's nothing so 
* friendly as a versatile 
$ Plymouth Coat. 
ined to meet 
4 | la al weathers, 
¥ handsome, 
and then some. 
The favorite of 
smart Santas 
everywhere. 
L Priced to fit every purse? 


PLYMOUTH MFG. CO., BOSTON 18, MASS. 


purpose I offer the toga, a time-proven, 
masculine garment of wonderful grace 
and comfort. Should the change be too 
for the Fashion Editor, perhaps 
PLAYBOY would sponsor а compromise— 
a toga with a belt in the back. 
Norman E. Rudolph 
San Clemente, California 


In every issue of PLAYBOY, I take par- 
ticular interest in the articles on fashi 
Besides being well written, there is al- 
ways a bit of valuable advice which, 
when followed, has helped improve my 
appearance. For that—thanks. 

Woodrow G. Bassett 
New Britain, Connecticut 
PLAYBOY PARTY 
"Thought you might like to know about 
са with us at the U. of 
ph since 


the coe invented — The 
PLAYBOY Party. ed 300 ре 
sons, dressed as the playboys and play- 
mates they fancied themselves, were p 

. So were Bob Scobey and Clancy 
and the eland group, and 
we went through $350 worth of good. old 


ilwaukee cereal beverage before an 
appointed time when sorority house 
mothers traditionally hoist the draw 
bridges on their errant flock, My date 
bad to walk home when 1 lost her in 
the crowd, but she still has stars in her 
y thanks for the free PLAYBOY 
n making this the 
k Sucet ever. 


y tops. 
Bob Ambelang 
Milwaukee, Wisconsi 
Glad to see тт.лүноу is keepi 
ce's pigskin prophecy before the 
public, However, I think old mcis let 
the Playmate addle his attention. A faith- 
ful and battered Ivy Leaguer. I was sur- 
prised to note that Francis relegated only 
two of the flock below the .5 
I added up the predicted rec 
eight Ivies — it came to 44-27. Now, our 


Cane Viceroy’s looking well 

these days. See if I can’t persuade 
the chaps at the club to 

reconsider him. Hmmm . . . 
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must have caught он to Beacon’s. 


Beacon’s 3o» Shop 


608 NORTH MICHIGAN AVE. 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


SINCE 1955 OUTFITTERS OF COMPLEAT GENTLEMEN, 


3 rugged 

E but 

8 restful 

3 BOOT-SKOS 
5 


A " Mp, SACL OA fna. 2/0} 2d] 


б s a chukka-style boot 
with “he-man” written 

all over it! Ruggedly 
masculine styling combined 
with the unmatched 
comfort of soft, washable 
vet tough Borhide ... only 
39295. in Briar-Tan 
Borhide with brown ribbed 
rubber sole and heel. 

See your dealer 

or order direct from... . 
Allen-Edmonds, Belgium, Wis. 
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ALLEN- 


TEE PLAYBOY JAZZ ALL-STARS ALBUM 


$9 THE SET POSTPAID 


2—12* LPs FEATURING THE WINNERS OF THE FIRST ANNUAL PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL 


louis armstrong 
chet baker 

bob brookmeyer 
ray brown 

dave brubeck 
paul desmond 


‘ella fitzgerald 


stan getz 

dizzy gillespie 
benny goodman 
lionel hampton 


Here is the jazz album that you've been waiting for— two 
12-inch LPs featuring the winners of the 1957 PLAYBOY JAZZ 
POLL, packaged together in a handsome double-sleeve album 
with photographs, biographical notes and an up-to-date LP 
discography on each of the winning jazz artists. The album 
includes over an hour-and-a-half of the best in jazz by its most 
important exponents, as seleeted by you and the other voters 
in the first annual PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL. The most impre: 

assemblage of jazz talent ever presented in a single package. 


Record retailers: Write today for information on 
stocking this unique album for your store. 


jjjohnson 
stan kenton 
barney kessel 
shelly manne 
gerry mulligan 
shorty rogers 
frank sinatra 
bud shank 
jack teagarden 
charlie ventura 
kai winding 


Please send me copies of THE 1957 PLAYBOY JAZZ ALL-STARS ALBUM 


Two 12" LPs packaged together in a double-sleeve album—39 


enclosed 


AA Ii‏ ی 


Mail this coupon with check or money order to: 
PLAYBOY JAZZ, 232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois 
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Chet Baker—Exclusive Pocific Jazz Recording Artist 


If you recognize music truly brought to life, 
you'll be satisfied only with ALTEC hi fidelity 


The dream of music truly brought to life in your home 
can be a reality only with a properly matched and 
balanced hi fidelity component system. 

ALTEC offers the complete matched and balanced 
system...tuner—preamplifier — amplifier speaker. 
all precision engineered for technical compatibility. 
Available in walnut, mahogany or blonde 

hardwood cabinets. 


Illustrated is one of ALTEC's component hi fidelity systems— 
344A “Quartet” power amplifier and preamplifier, and 832A. 
Corona speaker system. Price: $505.00, including cabinets. 
(Record player must be ordered separately.) 


Other complete systems priced from $300.00 to $1,600.00 


Send for free catalogue 
ALTEE ALTEC LANSING CORPORATION, Dept. PB12 
1515 S. Manchester Avenue, Anaheim, Calif. or 


— 161 Sixth Avenue, New York 13, N. Y. 


boys play 28 games in the Conference, 
so it follows, barring ties, that there 
should be that many losses. Aside from 
that. Francis would have the Lies win- 
ning every one of their non-Conference 
games. The day that phenomenon comes 
to pass, we'll kick the Big Ten out of 
the Rose Bowl. 


A. L. Green 
New York, New York 


TAKE YOUR SEATS 
Ray Russell is a real jewel. His arti- 
cle on backsides, Take Your Seats, 
one of his best yet. How about a follow- 
up on frontsides: 
Gary Arneal 
Huntington Park, Calilornia 


as 


І thoroughly enjoyed Ray Russell's 
article, Take Your Seats. At a recent 
party, some friends and I read the piece 

d finally came up with 28 terms com- 
monly and not so commonly used for 
the female mammae. 

Pres Scott 
Duluth, Minnesota 


Re Take Your Seats, gluteus-r 
phile Russell bypassed perhaps 
bustle in his thesauric research 
synonyms and euphemisms for “le fess” 
(Fr). When it comes to the Dept. of the 
Keester, meester, I propose an honor 
for the gal who has made her mark for 
posteriority by so gencrously displaying 
God's little ace of cheekage, Vikki 
Dougan. Vikki (the Queen of Swat) de 
serves to have dougan written into the 
English slanguage as a new term for the 
other 33 forms of low-bottomy, Three 
cheers for cheeks cake! 

Forrest J. Ackerman 

Los Angeles, California 


When author Ray Russell wrote his 
humorous essay on the various names for 
the rounded parts of the gluteal region, 
he used only the terms of the laity. He 
failed to include its proper biological 
cognomen which is, to be precise, the an- 
terior part of the copra quadrigema of 
the brain of man. 


Rick Fizdole 
Chicago. Illinois 


De Maupassant referred to “the full, 
fresh, plump, sweet ischial tuberosities 
of my mistress.” 


Robert Kramer 
Fargo, North Dakota 


In these parts, we say hootenanny! 
Bill Chadwick 
Adanta, Georgia 


Russell forgot rumble seat . . . 
Ida Swanson 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


Landing gear 


Capt. Henry Greenberg, USAF 
Denver, Colorado 
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ALLOTS in the second annual PLAYBOY 

Jazz rout fill our office near to over 
flowing. In a tabulation of the first re- 
turns, Stan Kenton and Duke Ellington 
are running neck and neck for Leader 
of the 1958 PLAYBOY JAZZ ALL-STARS, 
with Count Basie and Dizzy Gillespie 
close behind. Gillespie, Louis Armstrong, 
Chet Baker, Miles Davis, Bobby Hackett, 
Shorty Rogers, Roy Eldridge and May. 
ard Ferguson are all early front run- 
ners for the four-man trumpet team; 
J. J. Johnson, Kai Winding, Bob Brook- 
meyer, Jack Teagarden, Frank Rosolino, 
Bill Harris, Turk Murphy and Trummy 
Young are ditto on trombonc. 

Paul Desmond is off to an carly lead 
alto sax, with Bud Shank, Lee Konitz 
ind Johnny Hodges not too far behind; 
Zoot Sims is in close pursuit, with Al 
Belletto, Charlie Mariano, Willie Smith 
ind Sonny Stitt making a good opening 
showing. too. Stan Getz has started very 
strong for top tenor honors; Lester 
Young and Charlie Ventura are ahead 
in the balloting for the second tenor 
chair, with Bob Cooper, Coleman Haw. 
kins and Zoot Sims all close behind, and 
Georgie Auld, Jimmy Ginflre and Sonny 
Rollins within striking distance. It 
looks like another landslide victory for 
Gerry Mulligan on baritone sax, with 
scattered votes for Carney. Cohn. Giuffre 
and Shank. The only challenges to 
Benny Goodman's clarinet crown come 
from Jimmy Giuffre and Buddy De- 
Franco. 

Erroll Garner and Dave Brubeck are 
running about even in the early bal- 
loting for All-Star piano, with André 
Previn, George Shearing and Oscar 
Peterson close behind; Carroll, Elling- 
ton, Lewis, McPartland, Monk, Silver 
and Taylor have all received attention 
from readers in the initial voting, too. 
Barney Kessel is doing well in the early 


on 


gui 
Eddie Condon and Les Paul pressing, 
and Almcida, Ellis, Hall, Salvador and 
Van Eps close behind. It's a tight race 
between Ray Brown, Oscar Pettiford and 
Eddie Safranski for first bass; Brown 
won last year's poll by less than 50 
votes. A drum battle rages again be- 
tween Shelly Manne and Gene Krup 
Buddy Rich and Chico Hamilton are 
doing well also, with Jo Jones, Max 
Roach and Louis Bellson beating time 
not far behind. Lionel Hampton and his 
vibes are again leading the way among 
miscellancous instruments, followed by 
Milt Jackson, vibes: Art Van Damme, 
accordion; Cal Tjader, vibes; Shorty 
Rogers, flügelhorn; and Herbie Mann 
presently leading both Collette and 
Shank on flute. 

The fabulous Frank Sinatra is well 
out ahead among male vocalists, fol 
lowed by Mel Tormé, Sammy Davis, Jr., 
Nat Cole. Johnny Mathis and Joe 
Williams; Ella Fitzgerald, June Chi 
and Chris Connor are all close together 
in the balloting for top female thrush, 
followed by Eydie Gorme, Julie London, 


r tabulation, with Johnny Smith, 


ty 


Peggy Lee, Doris Day and Sarah 
Vaughan = all near enough to overtake 
them. 

The instrumental combo division is 


shaping up into a battle between the 
Modern Jazz Quartet and the Dave Bru- 
beck Quartet, with the Louis Armstrong 
All-Stars, George Shearing Quintet, 
Chico Hamilton Quintet and Oscar Pc- 
terson Trio all pulling wel 
cal groups, the Four Freshmen a 
Hi-Lo's arc breathing heavily down cach 
other's collective necks. The final re- 
sults of the second annual PLAYBOY JAZZ 
роп. will appear in the February issue. 


We were apartment hunting with a 
friend down in Greenwich Village when 


the following sign, pasted in the window 
of a real estate office, caught our eye 
“Loveliest old house on West Fourth, 
530,000, four Moors filled with priceless 
antiques, furniture, drapes, china, jew- 
elry, boors, etc. Shown only to Ameri 

of dass" Later that same day, we were 
stopped by this one in the window of a 
delicatessen: "Our tongue sandwiches 
speak for themselves.” And then we were 
apprised of a neat little placard in a Hol- 
lywood launderette window that reads: 
“Ladies who drop olf their dothes will 
get prompt and courteous service. 


ans 


Just when the Organization Man most 
needs surcease from the carking cares of 
daily. split-second decisions, that steely- 
eyed giant of commerce is, instead, being 
continuously analyzed and dissected by 
cold-blooded sociologists who have given 
up on lesser game. But not everyone is 
indifferent to the exec’s plight and anx- 
ious опу to probe his motives and his 
psyche. Help has been proffered in the 
matter of those rapid and vital decisions 
which so tax his capacities. Carson, Rob- 
erts, Inc., a fireball west coast ad ош 
has perfected a device which practically 
does the job itself, a gadget so simple 
and yet so effective that it makes Univac 
and Sputnik seem the work of Neander- 
thals. This invaluable executive tool is 
a gold coin about the size of a half-dollar. 
On one side is the legend “Do It", on 
the other a pithy "The Hell with It," 
and just think what a timesaver this can 
be in the fast-action world of the con- 
ference room or the executive suite. And 
what about your executive sweetie? One 
flip helps you decide in a trice whether 
to chase her around the desk; another 
flip helps her decide whether to accept 


your gracious invitation to theromp. And 
no moving parts in the coin, that is. 


PLAYBOY 
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let's get santa started in 


high fidelity 


Watch a happy Santa 
flip his whiskers when 
he takes the wrap- 
Bs from a glisten- 
ing new JBL Signa- 
ture D130 Loudspeak- 
er. There's a solid 
feel and respectable 
heft to this instru- 
ment that bespeak 
y. The frame 
is a rigid casting. The 
four inch voice coil 
is the largest made 
and consists of alu- 
minum ribbon wound 
on its narrow edge. 
The JBL D130 is the 
most efficient extend- 
ed range speaker 
made anywhere. For 
the discerning Santa 
you will find no gift 
зо completely satis- 
factory as a JBL 


For the Santa їп 
your life who is 
already a high 
fidelity fan — the 
JBL Signature 075 
High Frequency 
Unit . . . to prove 


EEE Signature D130 Loud- 
for perfection. speaker. 


Write for the name of Santa's helper—the 
Authorized JBL Signature Audio Specialist 
їп your communi 


“JBL” means 
JAMES B. LANSING SOUND, 
3249 casitas ave., los angeles 59, calif. 


THEATRE 


For the new Broadway season's first 
musical smash, West Side Story, Arthur 
Laurents has the courage to retell the 
Romeo and Juliet legend in terms of 
tenement love and juvenile gang war 
fare in a Gotham jungle. Shakespeare's 
noble Montagues become a brand of 
homebred, shiv-toting teenagers called 
the Jets; his Capulets are the Sharks, 
equally proud and inarticulate intruders 
from Puerto Rico, The miracle is that 
Jerome Robbins, doubling as director 
and choreographer, has transmuted a 
grim slice of life into a touching, spell- 
binding minor work of Art. There are 
no so-called big names in the cast, but 
Larry Kert and Carol Lawrence, as R. & 
J. respectively, plus a bunch of wild- 
eyed cohorts, are perfectly cast as the 
warring street gangs. Aided by Stephen 
Sondheim's lyrics, Leonard Bernstein has 
composed a score well suited to the theme. 
There is sardonic humor in the delin- 
quents plaintive Gee, Officer. Krupke, 
and superior schmaltz for the star-crossed 
lovers in Maria and I Have a Love. But 
the best of Bernstein's music is written 
as ап accompaniment to Robbins’ bril- 
liant staging of the story in terms of 
significant movement — whether you call 
it ballet. straight dancing. or the con- 
stant, restless writhings of hair-triggered 
nerves about to explode into raw and 
violent action, At the Winter Garden, 
1631 Broadway, NYC. 


Look Beck in Anger is a first play by 
John Osborne, am English writer who 
has a crisp fecling for words and the 
knack of driving them home with his 
re fist. His hero, Jimmy Porter, is the 
prototype of all the rebellious postwar 
intellectuals who have been nervously 
pigeonholed in literary circles as "angry 
young men." Jimmy is teed off enough 
for half a dozen of them. Somewhere in 
the Midlands. he res a sleazy attic 
apariment with his wife and a pal who 
helps him run a candy shop: after selling 
bonbons [rom 9 to 5. and all d 
day, Jimmy's voice is raised 
minable protest against the shibboleths 
of a smug and apathetic world. Noth 
political, mind you: he's just restless 
resentful and incredibly articulate, 
he wants everyone to know it. When 
Osborne's hero is not breathing fire at 
sacred cows, he is making life miserable 
for his patient wile, who unaccountably 
adores him: for his pal. who 
his eloquence: and for the girl. 
who is crazy cnough to walk into his life 
when nmy's wife walks out. There 
are moments when you wish that one of 
his victims (expertly played by Mary Ure, 
Alan Bates and Vivienne Drummond, 
respectively) would cram the London 
Times down his throat, but these mo- 


Herman 
Miller 


Chairs 


DAX 
by Charles Eames Regularly $43.00 


NOW $26.75 


The entire EAMES CHAIR 
COLLECTION at greatly 
reduced prices. Six colors 
available — Red, White, 
Charcoal Grey, Seafoam 
Green, Greige or Lemon 
Yellow . . . Black or Chrome 
legs, Please specify style 
and color of plastic and legs. 


А DSR 
Approx. five week shipment, 
express collect. No 0 E 
C.0.D.'s. Please send à 

check or money order. 

Write for catalog of entire О 
collection of Eames chairs. 

porary 22%, 


Interiors 


118 Harvard Street RAR 
Brookline 46, Mass. Regularly $48.00 
NOW $29.95 


Heraldry 
for the 


Home 
Records of over 
50900 Family Arms 


held. U.S. Colleges, 
Clubs, Associations, 


designed for your 
‘own Club 

Blazer Badges, Auto 
Badges, etc. 

Any desizn copied 

¢ SON 
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512 Bellevue Theatre Bldg., Upper Montclair, N. J. 


THE DOMINO 


TE 
OF THE MONTH 
CLUB 


Because of The Domino's fost- 
Growing reputation for fine 
mens neckweor, we are ol- 
жоу being exked by friends 
around the world to select ties 

for them since they ore enable 

to visit cur shop to do it for 

Ihemselves. At the suggestion of 

о number of these friends, we 

оге inouguroting The Domino 

Tie-cl-the-Month Club. 

Each menth for one yeor, The 
Domino will select o tie thal 
considers culstonding in te: 
color, ond style, ond send 
you or fo enycne усу none. 

The fobrics will indude а wide 
variety of silks, cottons, ond wool 
ens; many of them handwaven 

The first fie received will be of 
hondwoven Siamese silk... truly o 
cadleclor's йет. 

Include the birth dete of the por- 
son to whom you ore giving mem- 
bership ond he will ebo receive o 
special bonus tie on his birthday. 

The тото! value of the ез received. 
will exceed the cost of membership in 
The Donino Tie-ct-the-Monh Club. 

A membership certificate will be sent 
at once on receipt of 3500 for o 
year's membership. A six menths' wen. 
bership is evoilable at 20.00 including 
the bonus birthday tie. Of course, eoch 

tie is gift boxed, Send Check or M.O. is 


THE DOMINO 
1430 East 57th Steet, Chicogo 37, M. 
1020 North Rush Street, Chicago 11, Itt 


English Leather 


after-shave/after-bath 


Definitely masculine. A bracing and 
zestful men’s cologne with subtle 
but longlasting playmate ap- 

peal. The bolile boasts an elegant 
wooden top and the whole shebang 
is packaged in a handsome 
redwood box. Perfect gift. Large 
bottle 8 oz. $4.00 ppd. Regular 

4 oz. $2.50 ppd. Ck. or m.o. to: 


McLenn & Jarrett 


Box 5065-A, Chicago 80, Illinois 


ments pass. As portrayed by a brilliant 
actor named Kenneth Haigh, this angry 
young man is a vital and fascinating 
product of his times. But most important, 
he is conceived in Osborne's own deep 
anger, and born to dialog that fairly 
crackles with invective, wit and the tri- 
umphant hallelujah of being alive. At 
the Lyceum, 149 W. 45th St, NYC. 


BOOKS 


ix characters in search of sobriety 
are the major dramatis personnac of 
The Tweifth Step (Scribner's. bv 
Thomas Randall, a pseudonymous first 
novel of close to 600 pages filled with 
drunkenness, aldehyde, loneliness, 
booze, despair, vice, drunkenness, abor- 
tion, seduction, drunkenness, love, rage, 
hate, drunkenness, booze, sickness, de- 
more booze. more drunkenness 
d throughout, the heroic and anony- 
mous (natch) work of Alcoholics Anony- 
mous, whose 12 steps to sobriety do 
rescue most of the book's initially help- 
less His. The writing is impassioned, 
wooden and unbelievable, but despite 
this fact the net effect on the reader— 
perhaps because morbid interest can sus- 
tain the attention over the duller pas- 
sages—is one of growing concern and 
involvement. Because no harrowing de- 
tail is spared, and because the author is 
himself an alcoholic (i AA's book 
there's no such thing as an ex-alcoholic: 
if you've got the sickness you can arrest 
it permanently by never taking a drink, 
but you can't cure it), a truc sense of the 
horrors and triumphs of fighting dypso- 
mania emerges from the volume. We 
have before us a list of 19 previous fic- 

excursions into 


tional and biograph 
alcoholism. None achieves the unself- 
pitying, unromanticized, understanding 
but never sclf-justifying insight of The 
Twelfth Step. 


The Bock of the Earth (Appleton-Century- 
Crofts, 512.50) is the fourth and final 
volume of series edited by our own 
X. C. Spectorsky (when docs this guy 
sleep). Like its three predecessors — 
which concern themselves with Sea, 
Mountains, Sky — Earth attempts to pre- 
sent, in anthology form, the best writing 
of the ages on its topic. Like its fore- 
runners, too, it's fat and handsome, 
heavily illustrated, and ranges further 
than the limitations of its single theme 
might lead one to suspect. The scope is 
from the classics to the moderns, from 
scientific inquiry to mystical rumina- 
tion, from profound philosophizing to 
humor, The editor's annotations and 
commentary help to unify the whole. A 
nifty gilty for the fireside prosetaster. 


If it's Thurber you want, his Alarms & 


remember S Formal New Year's Ev: 


it's his world 


[5 Alen Six 


it's that once in a lifetime evening. 

right date, right dance, right crowd. 
And the right tuxedo for evenings like 
this, the new “Playboy” by After Six! 
Here's the elegant Ivy look: natural 
shoulders, sim shawl collar, center 


vent, flap pockets, unpleated trousers. 

Blue-black Dacron-Rayon blend, Bem- 

berg lined. About $45. 
(Slightly higher far West and Canada.) 


After Six 


Write fer free Dress Chart and Booklet by 
Bert Bochoroch, authority on men's fashions. 
AFTER SIX FORMALS + PHILA. З, РА. 
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dt, 


renders the greatest 


of the"blues"i. 


in a way that 


will make this album an 


all-time standard 


020, 


EYDIE 


SWINGS THE BLUES 


GORME — АВС-192 


For Free Jars Catalogue write to 


CATALOGUES AIC- PARAMOUNT. 


way, N. Y. 38, N.Y- 


NOW CELESRATING OUR TWENTY НЕТН ANNIVERSARY 


CHEZ PAREE 
TED FIO RI 


O'S ORCHESTRA 


RESERVATIONS DE 7-3434 


610 N. FAIRBANKS CT. 


= CHICAGO, h 


Diversions (Harper, $3.95) provides a treas- 
ure trough for your wallowing pleasure. 
This wonderfully balanced collection of 
his writings and drawings delivers great 
chunks of the master: short stories, essays, 
straight reporting and here and there, a 
serious piece. “If my other books are lost 
ог burned," Thurber states, one 
will represent well enough what I have 
been up to since 1 came of age, roughly 
about 20 years ago.” Readers who like 
to laugh and know how to think will 
agree that this is choice Thurber. 


In all probability, the half million and 
more souls who bought Ayn Rand's 
The Fountainhead will now devour hei 
Atlas Shrugged (Random House, $6.95). 
Though the background and characters 
are completely different, the theme is 
the same—and to a rationalist it is a 
beguiling one: that those who believe in 
reality believe id live for 
themselves, without sacrificing to any 
man or asking any man to sacrifice for 


in themselves а 


them; and that this is morally right. 
Their es and successful way of 
life is threatened. only when they allow 


themselves to become the victims of those 
who would exploit them—the people who 
cannot or will not create for themselves 
and who exist only by courtesy of those 
who can and do. These are the ones who 
recognize the Communist thesis ol “From 
cach according to his ability; to each 
according to his need." This idea is ab- 
horrent to. Miss. Rand, as she makes 
abundantly clear in a novel that's longer 
n the Bible. The background is big 
ness—Taggart Transcontinental, 


characters are cither giants or moral 
pygmies—the doers and creators, or the 
looters who batten on them. Finally 
there is “the destroyer,” who lures away, 
one at a time (and no one knows whither; 
they simply disappear), all the cre 
composers, men and women of у 
who think and work for themselves, In 
the resulting chaos we have as exc 
à denouement as any mystery fan could 
demand. Before then, however, we have 
the three loves of Dagny Taggart, cach 
of them an individual worthy of her 
steel (oi this case, her Railroad, which 
is as fundamental a love with her). She 
stands with one of them to fight both 
the looters and the destroyer, until she 
is made to realize that the destroyer has 
always been unequivocally on her side. 
There is no lack of drama here—even 
melodrama, if you wish—and th is 
also sex, philosophy. a tremendous vital- 
y, and an ethical position that makes 
the reader either a. passionate. defender 
or an equally passionate vilifier of this 
monstersized book. 


For sheer magnificence of appearance. 
authority of text and completeness of 
we've yet to sce anything even 


..merriest moor 
this 
side of heather 


COACH HOUSE 
874 NO. WABASH 
CHICAGO 


NEW ORLEANS 


WHERE 


Lo DIXIELAND JAZZ 


7 WAS BORN, IT'S THE 


Famous Door 


FRENCH QUARTER 
339 BOURBON ST. 


RIZZO’S 
OF PIZZA” 


FRENCH 
QUARTER 


in ST. LOUIS 


PLAYBOY says you'll find “a disarming 
little floor show and first-rate French 
chow moderately priced, 


at PETIT PIGALLE 4209 Lindell 


TEDDY 


WIL 


EDDIE REYWOOD 


FAMOUS FOR 
ROAST BEEF -STEAKS - BARBECUED RI 


EMBERS 


DINNER From 5:30 P.M. = OPEN TO 4 AM 
161 E. 547. NYC + PL 9.3228 


RESERVE NOW FOR NEW YEAR'S EVE 
OPEN HOUSE AFTER MIDNIGHT 


| MUSIC FOR 
! PLAYBOY LOVERS 


s С 


And This Is My Beloved; At Dawning; 
Drink To Me Only With Thine Eyes; 

1 Give My Heart; Night And Day 

1 Love Thee (ich Liebe Dich); Parlez-Moi 
D'Amour; Hear My Song, Violetta: My Love Is 
Like A Red, Red Rose; My Old Dutch; 
Can't Help Lovin’ Dat Man; The Story Of Tina; 
or You Alone; Yours Is My Heart Alone. 
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Fredric MARCH - Florence ELDRIDGE 
m EUGENE O'NEILL'S 
Long Day’s Journey Into Night 


$6.90, 5.75. 4.60, 4.05, 3.45, 2.90—Eves. Only, 7:30 
HELEN HAYES Theatre. 210 West 46 Street, N. Y. C. 


black orchid 


e johnny mathi 


singing sensation 


e prof. irwin corey 


madcap of comedy 


chicago, ill. 


rush & ontario MO 4-6666 


Ad. FAMOUS FOR CHARCOAL-BROILED 
5. ‘RIBS = STEAKS « ROAST BEEF 


BOURBON + 4 
x JACK TEAGARDEN 
а MIS DIXIELAND ALL STARS 


Мо 20% Tax - Open Until 4 A.N. + Dinner - Supper 
T Е 860 ST. + NEW YORK CITY • EL 5-8865 


approaching The Noble Gropes ond the Great 
Wines of France, by Andre L. Simon 
(McGraw-Hill, $15). We are among that 
segment of the American population 
which holds the view that you don't 
have to know the pedigree of every grape 
that goes into your glass of vino, that 
there's no cause to blush if you can't 
reel off the best yea los de la Com- 
maraine, and that it's your privilege to 
like New York State champagnes. But 
we also hold that the study—and the 
drinking—of the noble vintages of 
France are richly rewarding, and we can't 
think of a better, handsomer guide to 
both than this volume. 


rs for 


Three yok-studded tomes from over 
the waves deserve your delighted atten- 
tion: cartoonist Ronald Searle's out- 
ageously funny Merry England, Etc. (Knopf, 
$3.95) in which this Britisher's madly 
satirical pen whacks away at most every 
institution, manner and moral held dear 
by man or beast: and a grotesque gallery 
of gulfaws awaits the reader on every 
page . . . British bred, too, is the pun- 
gent The Pick of Punch (Dutton, $4.95), a 
loony yearbook crammed, as always, with 
spools, takeoffs, mockeries, mutter 
and cartoons from the volatile brains 
of such Punch drunk regulars as Paul 
Dehn, Alex Atkinson, Claud Cockburn 
and, of course, Ronald Searle . . 
the Continent comes C'est La Vie: The Best 
of Chaval (Citadel, $2.95), the first collec- 
tion of France's top cartoonist to reach 
our shores. Usually eschewing the crutch 
of a caption, wal's bubbling wit spills 
over the dikes of sanity and floods the 
reader with a merrily oddball look at 
La Vie. All or any of the three volumes 
would make winning Christmas gilts. 


. From 


DINING-DRINKING 


Chicago's loftiest oasis is The Top of the 
Rock (corner of Michigan and Randolph). 
Its name inspired by the Сір 

a of the Prudential Insurance 
pany whose II story building (the Windy 
City’s tallest) it tops, this towering tavern 
offers little more than comfy, low-slung 
seats and music by a shrinking 
med Muzak; but ah, that view! At 
ht Chicago surrounds one like a 
aket of black velvet on which are 
displayed. myriad intricate, intertwining 
necklaces of light. The Rock opens every 
day (save Sunday) at 11:30 A-M., serves 
luncheon 3:00 rw. and hors 
d'oeuvres for the bibbers between 
00 pat. and 8:00, then closes up tight 
at midnight. All drinks cost a buck 


The customers at Kansas City's Golden 
Ox (1600 Genesce) are nearly as broad 
of beam as they are of hat brim—for a 


THERE'S ALWAYS 
BEEN A PLAYBOY! 


Weary 
and wan! 


Poor Don Juan 
Was not so hot, 
Although they say 
He loved a lot. 
You've heard of him and 
What he'd do, 

But what those women 
Would put him through! 
Up the trellis 

And climb the wall, 
Over the roof 

To have a ball! 

Through the window, 
Across the floor, 

He was so tir 
He'd start—to snore! 


His aching back! 

He worked so hard 

To hit the sack! 

Too much trellis 

And too many walls, 

Too many roofs 

And too many falls, 

T y windows 

t slammed on his feet 

And too many beds 

Where he fell asleep! 

Poor Don Juan, 

That woman chaser, 

What he needed was 

Mennen Skin Bracer! 
(So clean, so fr 
It’s really true 
"That if you use it 
The women chase you!) 


SKIN 
BRACER + 
30¢* 60е* 51.00“ , 


BEST WAY TO Рей. тот 
END A CLOSE SHAVE! 
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Give your favorite male a Kaywoodie Pipe 
—the gift he'll enjoy with business 
wear, sports wear, leisure wear — 
everywhere. He'll appreciate 288 
the hand-rubbed beauty of the 
dense grain Kaywoodie briar. 


He'll relish its cool, dry, 
easy-draw. And the exclu- 
sive Drinkless Fitment 
screens moisture, tars 
and other irritants. 
Learning to relax the 
Kaywoodie way, 
could add years to 
his life. And that’s 
another good 
reason to give 
him a new 
Kaywoodie. 


Kaywoodie 
Flame Grain 


Billiard $10 


Gift Suggestions: Send 256 
for illustrated color Cata- 
log B2 showing Kaywoodie 
styles, $3.95 10 $2,500. 


KAYWOODIE PIPES, INC., NEW YORK 22 
World's Finest Pipes Since 1851 


reason. They gobble up between 12 and 
15 tons of oin a month there, said 
to be the best beef west of the Appala- 
chian trough. It is. Podner Paul Robin- 
son, a University of Chicago graduate, is 
the capable driver of the Ox, and he 
offered us a couple of good, sensible r 

sons why the place is such a prime suc- 
cess. First. Paul pointed out, the Ox 
located in the К. C. stockyards. so cattle 
buyers aud judges (they eat there too) 
keep a mean eye peeled for the aristoc- 
racy of cattledom. Second, and here 
Paul's voice dropped to a whisper, "the 
real secret is ageing—we give all our beef 
five weeks at a special temperature, at a 
special humidity.” Not even three addi- 
tional Beefeater cocktails would get us 
any more secrets, so we embarked on а 
Golden Ox salad, a 10-ounce Idaho 
baked 15-ounce blood-red, 
hickory-charcoaled sirloin, followed b. 
pastries, colfee and a flaming cordial 
called Paul's Inferno. Guzzling in the 
Cowtown Bar starts promptly at 8:00 
A.M., grub is served from 11:30 A.M. to 
10:30 pat. Monday through Saturday. 
and on Sundays from noon to 8:00 р.м. 
The redeye gets shut off at midnight. 


potato, a 


FILMS 


William Brinkley's novel. Don't Go Neer 
the Water (Playboy After. Hours, Septem. 
ber 1956). dealt with the idyllic and 
often funny carryingson of РЕ 
men оп a Pacific isle during the last war. 
The movie made from it boasts vet an 
added fillip: à method of sluicing four- 
letter words in the dialog without ac- 
tually mouthing them. Each time one of 
the forbidden expletives is about to be 
uttered by a certain incorrigible gob. a 
beep on the sound track is substituted. 


The audience, of course, supplies the 
zure word in its own mind and howls. 
Certainly, the notoriety that will accrue 


to Water because of t 1 gimmick 
will outweigh any other the film might 
boast, except, perhaps, for some shots of 
black lace panties fluttering from the 
masthead of a battle cruiser. Besides 
these, there are Fred Clark as the 
per, a monument to suburbia; Keer 
Wynn as a brash newspaper correspond- 
ent who enlivens the proceedings with 
some acrid caricature: Eva Gabor as а 
newspaper woman, who, being Eva Ga- 
bor. loses her black lace panties; Glenn 
Ford. who is as arch as all getout as a 
salty officer: and. Mickey Shaugnessy, the 

lor for whom the beep tolls. The 
show's a lot of (beep) fun. 


за 


Director Mike Curtiz has grabbed а 
great. bleeding hunk of the mercurial 
Twenties and splattered it across the 
wide-screen as The Helen Morgen Story. La 
Morgan, as you've probably heard, was 


Have SHIRT-GARD*, will travel Neatly! 
Keeps Shirts Laundry-Fresh! 
SHIRT-GARDS put an end to wrinkled shirts 
with crushed collars while in the overloaded suit- 

case. briefense or the office desk draw 

Farewell to frustrati bag packing and re- 
packing is a cinch. Rigid clear plastic, vet light- 
Weight for air travel, they fit any 


somely gift boxed, 88 ppd, Sorry, noCOD's. Money 
back not delighted. (In Calif. add 4% tax.) 
EDDMARS, 612 Eddmor Bldg., 1909 Pontius Ave. 


LOS ANGELES 25, CALIFORNIA 
ISHIRTGARD is the Trademark of EDDMARS, Pat. дор. For 


Ideal Gift! 
GENUINE 
CALFSKIN 
BILLFOLD 


Hand Tooled — Hand Stitched 
For Both Ladies and Men 


illfold d with red suede, hos loroe 
change pocket е, band pointed rose on front 
under nome and key chain attached. 

Hondsomely handmade by expert craftsmen from 
genuine calfskin with goo! lacing. Perfect work- 
menship, uniform throughout. The most beoutiful 

fold you've ever seen. 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! . . . if you're not com- 
pletely sotisfied your money will be returned ot 


"$5. 


Send Gift list ond Cords. We will ship 


postpaid, 
remittance 
with 
order. 


ight side. Your ad- 

Ts or desired emblem on left 

Side if requested. Enclose em- 
bien with order. 


Perfectly hand stitched and 
hand tooled throughout. 


men for bilis, Large eagle en- 
Tor photos, cards, ee im both 
for photos, cards, tt, 

* 


HANDCRAFT WALLET CO. 
t. PBB 
Biloxi, Miss, 
Pleose send me. 
Genuine Calfskin 


A new approach 
to the 
conventional cover- 
up ...a robe 
with legs . . in 
thick, thirsty 
terry... 
slips on in a 
jiffy . .. wrap- 
around tie ... and 
a fiip-back hood ... 
for after 
shower or your 
idle hours 
The woman's is 
styled 
like the man's and 
a perfect 
‘companion for it 
colors 
white 
bive 
beige ... 


2.95 


ppd. 
Men's Sizes 
S-M-L-XL 
Women's S-M-L 
Сой. residents 
odd 4% 


soles tox 
No COD's pleose 


Michael Eliard, 


Utility 
Hood 


140 North Robertson Blvd 
Beverly Hills 3, California 


PLAYBOY 
ACCESSORIES 


Tie Pin $2 


Cuff Links $4 


The Set $6 


SEND YOUR CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO 


PLAYBOY 
232 Е. OHIO 


ACCESSORIES 
ST., CHICAGO 11,ILL. 


known prototypes of 
the To Hell with Tomorrow philoso 
phers who passed across the face of that 
gaudy decade which followed the Great 
War. This film re-creates the philosophy, 
the lights and the jazzy brilliance of the 
cra with style and flair 

Kicked out of Danville, Illinois, with 
a reputation as a shady lady, teenaged 
Helen hies to the toddlin' town, ties in 
with a kootch unit whose manager turns 
big.wheel bootlegger and is instrumental 
in getting the girl her first club date as 
a thrush. From this point on, a triangle 
involving the on-the-way-up 
chirper. the no-good rum-+runner and a 
respectable, albeit married, lawyer. The 
thrce-cornered affair is unimportant, but 
it docs serve as a viewfinder through 
which the camera can sight the complex 
intrigue of smuggling booze, the ruthless- 
ness of gang warfare 
cence of some of the chichi bistros of 
the day. It also serves as the basis for 2 
lot of cinematic name-dropping: such 
Florenz Ziegfeld and 
Mark Hélinger (impersonated), Rudy 
Vallee, Walter Winchell and Jimmy 
McHugh (for real) go through the shad- 
reliving events that 
have long been consigned to newspaper 
morgues. In the title role, Ann Blyth 
comes across with a mature performance 
(Gogi Grant docs the off-screen warbling) 
and Paul Newman and Richard Carlson 
are her disparate admirers. Even though 
the cometlike rise and equally swift de. 
scent of the winsome waif with the wail- 
ful voice provides a story line not much 
different from the current rash of show- 
Curtis has added a knowing 
sense and sureness of period that ups his 
effort well above the norm. 


is hewn 


and the magnifi 


personalities 


owy motions of 


biz bios, 


Not quite so happy a bio effort is 
Tho Joker Is Wild, which purports to be 
the Real Life Story of night dub gagster 
Joc E. Lewis, but is in reality a two-hour 
flick on the development of Lewis act 
down the years. It fails primarily because 
Lewis isn't around to put it across and 
also because his material in the movie is 
laundered to Bopcep purity. Yes, 
sensation aphical snippets are 
dumped in as filler—run-ins with Chicago 
hoods, an affair with a New York social- 
ite, etc.—but a lot of care had to be 
taken with these "facts" so as not to 
stomp on sensitive toes. Even some slick 
acting by Frank Sinatra. asaying Mr. 
Lewis, can't save it, nor can the support- 
ing efforts by Eddie Albert. Jeanne Crain 
and Mitzi Gaynor. The games been 
fixed. and we advise you to take your 
business elsewhere. 


some 


ravishes the 
Search 


The Cinerama 
eye yet а 
for Pora 


camera 


in in its fourth essay, 
e. The Big Lens hops the At- 
lantic, zips over Paris, the Suez Canal, 
and Persian Gulf ports, halts briefly in 


YOU know 


Yes— 


when you give a 


Magn 


A. original all-transistor 
Radio you know and the one 
es your gift knows 

that you're one of those that 
recognize transistors 

are here to stay. 


Now, smaller. better, less expensive than ever. 
Two New eq € All-Transistor Radios 


At only $29.95 

A miniature (size 3” x 5" x 134") radio, complete 
with Super Dynamic Speaker—but pocket or pocket- 
book size. Hear all regular AM broadcast band sta- 
tiors with its superheterodyne printed circuit . 
Your favorite programs go with you in your pocket 
—to the beach, to the game, shopping, fishing, walk- 
ing the dog or the baby... there's a feather-light 
earphone available too, so that only you can hear. 


And At only $14.95 

Your Private Ear, smaller than a pack of cigarcttes 
— a sub-miniature radio for private listening. (size 
2% x 3" x 1%") Hear all the regular AM broad- 
cast stations anytime without disturbing anyone. 
Plays only through the invisible earpiece—no one 
else can hear. Listen while others sleep, shop, 
study, or play. Designed and made in America — 
a true radio, not a toy. 

At leading stores everywhere. 

Many other Regency miniature all-transislor radios 
from $39.95 up and transistorized High Fidelity, 
Short Wave and FM equipment. 


r, 


Div. IDEA, Inc., 


Indianapolis 26, Indiana 
World's only specialist in transistorized equipment, 
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22 Your Check List | 
‘en for FORST 


eee 

HOLIDAY 
GIFTING & 
FEASTING 


M-m-ml This is the kind of royal gift 

you'd wish for yourself. Treat family 
and business friends to Forst's aromatically- 
spiced, applewood-smoked turkeys — Forst's 
sugar-tured smoked hams. Delicious delica 
cies ready to slice, serve and enjoy. No cook- 
ing, no shopping, no preparation. 
Е ^ 


CATSKILL MOUNTAIN 


Smoked 
TURKEY 


Whole smoked tur- 

keys, ready to eat, 

8.20 Ibs. net. 
81.75 b. 


NEW! BONELESS 
“SMOKED TURKEY 
ROLL, 


All white meat, 7-9 
__ 105. net... $2.95 Ib. 


FORST 


} CATSKILL MOUNTAIN 
HAM 
Dj Bone in, ready to 
I. slice and serve, 10- 
З 18 Ibs. net..$1.50 Ib. 
NEW! FORST 
BONELESS 


SMOKED HAM 


All solid meat, 8-10 
165. net... $1.80 Ib. 


FORST 


CATSKILL MOUNTAIN 
PAK-0-SIX 


6 vacuum-packed 
cans of smoked tur- 
Key and cocktail 


sausage treats, Gift 
boxed. 36.50 


ORDER TODAY — АП delicacies 
gift-wrapped with your card 
enclosed, shipped prepaid in 
the U. S. (FREE on request: 
New Full Color Gift Catalog.) 


THE FORSTS 
Route 482, Kingston, N. Y. 
THE FORSTS, Rou! 
1 enclose my Gift List, with complete cddresses of 
recipient 
I would 


Plaza ship the, Farst Smoked Delicacies checked ber 
Tov delivery charges prepaid im he. 
smoked Turkeys @ $1.75 1b, 
a ken Oa) mae 
Boned Smoked Turkey G $235 Ib. 
макы ae 
— Sole Homs, Bone in, @ $1.50 lb. 
eich d eee. 
Smoked Homs Boneless @ 5180 Ib. 
e- 
. 
"Approsimole Date Required. — 
CI Send new Full Color Catalog FREE 
Your Na 
Adis 
ود‎ A, 
On thors ama wa wll chip os maar es ponia to l 
V eset Yu жун bout we may АНН 


[чес If so we will bill you or refund the 
ince. 1 


L Репо: АП Forst Products ore Govt. Inspected. 


— а 


Ceylon, heads for the Himalayan and 
Karakoram mountains where the first ex- 
tended stop is Hunza (the inhabitants 
live to 100, so salubrious is the air). The 
licarcin-mouth gimmick this timc around 
(taking the place of roller coaster or 
runaway train) is shooting the Indus 
River rapids. Glimmed also are the fa- 
bled Vale of Kashmir, the Shalimar Gar- 
and other visual bonbons, but it 
is the coronation of King Mahendra at 
atmandu in Nepal that climaxes the 
show and furnishes a {cast for famished 
corneas. As usual though, the car en- 
dures much for the sake of the eye 
Lowell Thomas, not content to let Para- 
dise bc paradise enow, dilutes the beauty 
nd dignity of the sights with his f 
brand of sentimental mushmouthery 
and composer Dimitri Tiomkin, trying 
to sound as much like Ravel as possi 
ble. is seldom quiet. Enjovment can be 
gleaned from this film, but it’s like di 
ging the sweatmeats out of an otherwise 
inedible fruitcake, 
. 


r 


The Mystery of Picasso, a feature-length 
documentary from France, is a provoca- 
tive study of a great painter's creativity. 
"The painter is never satisfied: he reshapes. 
erases, paints over his ori 
forms endlessly in a search for an 
behind the object; he is a true poet of 
tbrush. For H. C. Clouzot, pro- 
ducer-director of this unique exercise, it 
is a far cry from his violent Wages of 
Fear and Diabolique. Here, this insidi- 
ously intelligent film-ma comes to 
grips with a diflerent ity, the 
inexorable logic of linear form, what the 
art critic calls “the language of the es- 
sential.” Stripped to the waist, Picasso 
paints on what appears to be frosted 
white glass as the camera records hi 
progress from the other side, stroke by 
stroke. Short discussions between painter 
nd director are interpolated to give us 
chance to study the personalities of 
both men. At one point. Picasso asks for 
a larger “canvas,” and the screen widens 
to permit thi logical a use of wide- 
screen technique as we've seen. Also, the 
sudden entrance of color, after several 
reels of black and white, dramatizes 
color in a way few films have yet been 
able to do. The results are stunning. 
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Of course, there will be all the ob- 
vious cracks from the obvious critics 
about Johann Strauss turning over in his 
grave, but to our cars Jazz in % Time by 
the Max Roach Quintet (EmArcy 36108) 
is as thought-provoking and swinging an 
LP as we've heard in months, Years ago, 
to ask for a jaz tune in waltz time 
seemed like asking for a can of plaid 
paint. But in Lover, I'll Take Romance 
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and Max's own Blue Waltz and Litile 
Folks, the ease with which a waltz can 
be swung, in ensemble or ad lib solos, 
is proved beyond a doubt by Max and his 
uncredited sidemen (for your inside info, 
they're Sonny Rollins, tenor, Kenny Dor- 
ham, trumpet, Billy Wallace, piano and 
George Morrow, bass), We can only find 
fault with the nailbitingly overlong treat- 
ment of Rollins’ Valse Hot. In general, 
this LP is an educational gas, one that 
should settle (or start) many arguments. 


Waltzes are everywhere this month. 
The first track on Mood in Scarlet by that 
elegant group known as Les Modes 
(Dawn 1117) is a chorus of Baubles, Ban- 
gles and Beads in 34; pretty soon they 
revert to the traditional time, but on 


later tracks there are other exotic touches 
such as Chano Pozo's bongos and the 
wordless but never moodless soprano 
The lady is also 


voice of Eileen Gilbert. 
hcard on Hoo Tai, wl 
like background music for a harem. The 
coleaders of Les Modes are Julius Wat- 
kins, who plays about as much French 
horn as is legal, and Charlie Rouse of 
tenor sax renown. It’s a thoughtful, orig- 
inal and provocative combo. 


Speaking of Les Modes reminds us 
that a new label, Mode Records, has 
crashed the jazz barrier with a flock of 
initial releases, the best of which feature 
such fam Ir west coast faces as Conte 
Condoli (100), Stan Levey (101) and Frank 
Rosolino (107). The distaff side is less hap- 
pily represented by Joy Bryan (108), whose 
visage makes a comely cover subject but 
whose voice sounds inexperienced, and 
Clora "Gel with a Horn" Bryant (106). who 
plays trumpet as though she's trying to 
prove the ascendancy of the male sex. 


Of late, Billie Holiday's taken a lot 
of critical snorts from the press, includ- 
ing a couple from us. But Billie sounds 
just great on Body and Soul (Verve 8197)— 
tough. cy and full of bravado, then 
and kittenish on a richly 
varied assortment of tunes. Billie 
has the benefit of deep-dish jazz in the 
background from a group led by the re- 
doubtable Harry Edison on trumpet . 
We also took kindly to The Pied Pipers 
a Tribute to Tommy Dorsey (Tops 1570), 
fresh pressings of a raft of Т. D. ever- 
greens, including There Are Such 
Things, ГИ Never Smile Again, Marie, 
The One I Love, and suchlike. The 
perennial Pipers are a little. paunchier 
than they were at their peak in the early 
nd there's no Sinatra or Staf 
round to take a chorus, but the 
group still sounds chinchilla smooth. 


Via Bernie Green Plays More than You 
Con Stand in Hi-Fi (San Francisco 33015), 
you can trace the rambunctious carcer of 
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Mr. Green, from the screwy sort of ar 
rangements he did for the old Henry 
n radio show to the familiar, toot 
Mister Peepers Theme, plus every 
gana milestone in between and 
since. Grandest. for our dough, is Con 
certo for Calliope, in which that sterling 
steam instrument vainly tries to tackle 
piano concerti by Tchaikovsky, Grieg 
Rachmaninoff and others, but always 
ends up playing the honky-tonky circus 
airs it knows best. Rattling good top-fi 
renderings of such standards as The Pea 
nut Vendor. Ragging the Scale, The Na 
tional Emblem March, etc., round out 
this lun. io spin. devil-m e disc. 


А group of gone girl singers—and one 
guy—trooped across our listening room 
this month. and all were afflicted with 
that dread malady: plodding tempi. 
Helen Merrill's Merrill ot Midnight (Er 
Arcy $6107) is bristling with lovely tunes 
(The Things We Did Last Summer, If 1 
Forget You, et al). and Helen's husky, 
exladen enunciation is a joy to hear: 
but Hal Mooney's scorings offer no рас 
ing at 10 tunes in a row that drag 
on interminably Another guilty 
girl is Frances Wayne on The Warm Seund 
(Atlantic 1236), a collection of 12 nifty 
ditties (Early Autumn, My One and Only 
Love, et al.) that make the listener think 
he should have been in bed hours ago 

‚ This 1з Lucy Reed (Fantasy 3243) man 
ages to toss in a couple of uptempo 
goodies (St. Louis Blues, No Moon at 
All) in an otherwise lifeless package of 
ballads—pretty tunes, but pokily per 
formed ... The worst offender of all is 
Frank Sinatra on Where Are You? (Capitol 
W855). Somehow, Frank got stuck with 
Gordon Jenkins this time around instead 
of Nelson Riddle, and the results are 
woelully 


inept compared to most of 
Frank's previous Capitol biscuits. Again, 
blame it on a dcath-march beat and Jen 
kins’ paper-thin arrangements, as mori 
bund a mixture as you'll ever hear 


One of the favorite shrines of San 
Francisco's nouveaux bohémes is a sub- 
nean jazz club called (here's imagi 
ion for you!) The Cellar. The ente 
tainment consists of a fusion of poetry 
7, a crafty combination that might 
y point а way for serious jazz to 
escape the inane lyrics of Tin Pan Alley 
You can sample the carly results on 
Poetry Readings in the Cellar (Fantasy 7002) 
which consists of translator: poet 
neth Rexroth droning in a monotone his 
lengthy and wildly cynical tribute to 
Dylan Thomas, Thou Shalt Not Kill 
("You killed him! You killed him/ In 
your God damned Brooks Brothers suit 
You son of a Bitch"), while a bowed 
bass, piano. drums. tenor and trumpet 
provide intermittent bleats in no par- 
ticular key, with no particular chord 
structure, at no particular tempo. The 
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flip side features the voice of lesser-light 
Lawrence Ferlingheui getting off his 
chest an. Autobiography (the first poem 
in English written specifically to be read 
with a jazz group) The Statue of St. 
Francis and Junkmum's Obbligato to 
much the same kind of accompaniment. 
This is a shaky beginning, but a kick 
that deserves your attention. The admix- 
ture here ranges from the stunningly 
pretentious to the sadly obscure, but it 
rarely dull. 


Be warned: the Poet and Peasant over- 
ture is no longer a cornball relic of 
concerts-in-the-park. You are now the 
innest of the in if you appreciate its 
schmaluy bravura and shameless senti- 
mentality, outest of the out if you sneer 
at the thinness of its gold plate. So toss 
discretion to the winds and get with 
Franz von Suppé: 6 Overtures (Angel 35427), 
à beautifully blowsy, bustling batch of 
puffpaste that is comprised of the afore- 
mentioned P & P; plus Light Cavalry; 
Pique Dame; Morning, Noon and Night 
in Vienna and a couple of others, all 
evocative of bierstuben, lederhosen, 
meerschaum pipes, pewter mugs, han- 
dlebarred men and corseted cuties. Henry 
Krips conducts with gusto a group called 
the Philharmonia Promenade Orchestra. 


Erroll Garner's debut date with a full 
orchestra on an LP, Other Voices, is at 
hand from Columbia (CL 1014) and a 
rich and charming package it turns out 
to be. Mitch Miller directed the ork, Nat 
Pierce and Erroll are responsible for the 
arrangements. The music ranges from 
oily smooth to glitteringly slick and is 
hardly calculated to do much for the old 
bunch that took Erroll to its heart when 
he was full of surprises and inventive 
zeal. But it's grand stuff all the same, 
musicianly and sound. We're saving it 
for background music at parties and to 
while away the time on frosty Sunday 
afternoons, 


louis Armstrong: 1923 (Riverside 12-122) 
is a wet-eyed reissue of ancient Gennett 
and Paramount discs Satch cut as a 
kid when he blew second horn in King 
Oliver's Creole Jazz Band. A popular 
misconception of jazz of that vintage is 
that the solo horn was as revered as it 
is today. Not so. Solos then were al- 
most unheard of; the ensemble was the 
thing, so here you get an opulent op- 
portunity to hear Oliver and Armstrong 
in tandem, along with such other titans 
as Johnny and Baby Dodds, Honoré 
Dutray and Lil Hardin, blowing such as 
Chimes Blues, Snake Rag, Mabel's 
Dream and. Canal Street Blues. Jazz pur- 
ists will turn handsprings . Solo 
Satch, circa 1947.57. is prettily packaged 
on a four-biscuit set titled A Musical Auto- 
biography of Levis Armstrong (Decca DXM- 


155). Louis talks and tootles his way 
through 48 newish versions of a bunch 
of chestnuts he waxed with Oliver. his 
own Hot Five, Luis Russell's ork, etc., 
down the years. Accompanying him on 
most of the tunes is his current group, 
‘Trummy Young, Billy Kyle, Velma Mid- 
dleton, et al, who can't seem to kick 
the habit of making music that is more 
florid than for-the-ages. Louis, though, is 
lovable, and if you tire of listening you 
can read his biography by Louis Unter- 
meyer and an appreciation by Gilbert 
Millstein that are part of the package. 


Room now only for brief mention of 
four truly worthy worthies that belong 
in your swinging cool collection: Joerg 
Impressions of the U. S. A. (Columbia CL 
984) features the Dave Brubeck Quartet 
in a most amiable and sophisticated 
romp, the happy result of (it says) a coast- 
to-coust tour . . . Chet Baker Big Bend (Pu- 
cific Jazz 1229) lets you hear Chers 
atomic horn plus the blowing of a star- 
studded assemblage of his compeers — 

s handsome, big sound with authority 
and sonority . . Relaxed, drivey and 
dynamic are the words for Vibe-Rent 
(Elektra 136), a platter which derives its 
name from the instrument of Teddy 
Charles, but is also notable for the trum- 
pet of Idrees Sulieman, who several times 
steals the good show . . . Jax Abroad 
(EmArcy 36083) is a happy international 
pair of gigs with, on Side One, Quincy 
Jones and, on Side Two, Roy Haynes 
jamming with some Swedish and. Ameri- 
can sidemen, the whole recorded in 
Stockholm in 1954. 
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fiction By BUDD SCHULBERG 


THE BARRACUDAS 


in the water, destroyers of the flesh lay in wait 
for this man; on the land, destroyers of the spirit 


T RIM, SOUND 50-footer Lorelei was holding her own in the churning 
waters of the Gulf, Rolling from trough to trough, she creaked and 
groaned and refused to come apart at the seams. Gerald Millinder was 
watching his wife and the Skipper. They're actually enjoying the storm, 
he was thinking. He tried not to seem alarmed. 

Captain Banks looked back over his shoulder to reassure him [rom 
the wheel, "Don't worry, sir, she's not spliuin' in two. She's plenty of 
boat. I'll sneak her into the Marquesas before sundown.” 

The Skipper was lank and hard and the skin was weathered tight over 
the strong sculpturing of his face. Every move he made was capable, 
confident, almost cocky. Millinder, with his rather delicate face and a 
bicycle-tire of fat at the belt-line, was ready to hate him for his leanness 
and his grinning disregard — if not relish — of danger. 

“Isn't Al wonderful?” Madge said. 

Instead of answering, Millinder tried to smile for his wife, She was a 
strong, handsome woman of 30 who had three children and eight 
demanding but not really unhappy years with Gerald. ‘These she carried 
lightly, for she still bore a startling resemblance to the Wellesley lacrosse 
player who had made a lasting impression on some Smith and Barnard 
teams, and eventually on young Gerald Millinder. 

In their cabin last night she had advanced the theory — with just a 
little too much enthusiasm, Millinder thought — that men like Al Banks 
were throwbacks to a more heroic and primitive age, of a breed with 
Eric the Red, Ca Morgan, Laffite and Bowie. “I wonder if modern 
women aren't getting a little tired of brainy men burdening their wives 
with their thorny intellectual problems,” she had said, and then had 
caught herself. or rather, the pained look on her husband's face had 
caught her. Gerald had had a year of thorny intellectual problems and 
overwork. It was the first, faint rumblings of breakdown that had led 
to this cruise — doctor's orders: 

"Gerald, there's nothing wrong with you but pressuritis. Too much 
of this tug of war between artistic conscience and family responsibility. 
The medicine for you is a month, well let's say at least two weeks in a 
different world, some place that never heard of book club demands and 
intellectual integrity and the strain and stress of creative work. You 
book fellows with your ulcers and your nervous breakdowns — the occu- 
pational disease of Homo Intellectualis.” 

"T can't help it, Lew, it's a terrible decision. A book club is offering 
me $35,000 for the new book, but there's a catch in it. They're asking 
for certain changes І know in my heart I don't want to make. But tak- 
ing a year out to write a novel can be pretty rough on a family, And 
$35,000 is a helluva lot of money, more than I've made out of my last 
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three books put together. I've got my 
kids to think about, and Madge . . .” 

"I still say go away.” his doctor had 
told him. “A week or two in the sun, 
I can give you the address of a place 
I think you'll like on the Florida Keys. 
Don't worry about a thing but how 
good the fishing is. I know you'll say 
you can't afford it, but think of it as 
medicine, and saving hospital bills. 
Then come home, rested, with a clear 
mind, and make your decision." 

So Millinder had splurged at Aber- 
crombie's, bought himself a long peaked 
fishing cap and some ducks to knock 
around in and a light blue fishing 
jacket and here they were aboard the 
Lorelei, dutifully “getting away from it 
all,” just as travel books and practical 
physicians advise. Only instead of sun 
there was wind, and instead of fish 
there were waves, and instead of the 
second-honeymoon closing of emotional 
ranks with Madge, there was— well, 
nothing that Millinder could give a 
name to, just a nagging interior itch of 
strain and suspicion. In all their eight 
years, there had been no real schism, 
or even any rows serious enough to sur- 
vive a single good night's sleep. What 
they hoped to find a cure for here in 
the Gulf was their sense of mutual fa- 
tigue. of love's having been carried away 
in tiny pieces by problem ants. Al- 
though she had had her share of deli- 
cate invitati Madge had always shied 
away from the more literal forms of in- 
fidelity. All she had felt was a kind of 
private sigh — Oh, maybe it would do 
her good to go to bed with some nice, 
healthy male she hardly knew, some- 
onc who didn't get love all mixed up 
with writing problems and the ethics 
of art. 

Someone, she had thought that morn- 
ing — not seriously but merely as an ex- 
ample, as speculation — well, like this 
Skipper, Al Banks, a natural, lean-bel- 
licd, firm-muscled mau, а man who was 
rd because nature was hard, and who 
direct because that's the way life 
been before it got all mucked up 
with too much civilization: progresive 
schools and child psychology and her 
friends’ accounts of their si ms with 
their analysts and prejudice and social 
obli; and to what extent Cerald 
should sacrifice his principles to the 
needs of his family — Oh the sea 
wonderful, let the wind blow hard ii 
her face forever, let the boat rock, rise, 
drop. crash back into the sea, the foam- 
flecked, violent, primordial sea. 

“Gerald—darling—are you all right" 

Madge was bending over him with a 
solicitousness that was faintly irritating. 
Damn it all, he wanted to be wanted — 
not mothered. He sat up straighter in 
the fishing chair into which he had re- 
treated in hope that its exposed position 
in the stern might help w counter his 


panicky anticipation of seasickness. 
. . all right?" Her voice was part 
of the wind. 

"Hell yes." Gerald tried to give the 
words a hearty ring, as if in half-con- 
scious imitation of Al Banks “How 
much longer till we get there? The 
Marquesas?” 

"Al says he'll sneak us in in about 
an hour and a half. He's going to try 
a little short cut into the lagoon. Says 
he's never done it before but he thinks 
he can feel his way." 

Madge's fece was shiny with spray, 
and exhilaration. If only he could en- 
joy the violence of the weather. He 
wished she and Al Banks weren't so — 

"Gerald, are you sure you're all 
right?" 

"Yes Yes. Hell yes" He said it a 
little too sharply. 

“You look a little green.” 

Well, he felt a little green. But, “I'm 
all right,” he said. “Those Dramamines 
seem to be doing the tric 

“I fecl wonderful," Madge said. “I 
love a stormy day like this" She turned 
her face into the wind and her long 
dark-brown hair blew wildly. She was 
wearing shorts and a sweat shirt and 
Gerald admired her long muscular legs, 
with strong calves and a pleasing full- 
ness at the thighs from lacrosse and lots 
of tennis and a fondness for walking. 
He wished he had a better figure. He 
had never been very good at outdoor 
games. He could never find time for 
them. He had been a quict, serious kid 
with a compulsion to work a little 
harder than he had to. Breaking in as 
4 radio writer the summer he left 
college, he had forced himself after a 
few strenuously profitable years to cross 
the bar into that world where one must 
slave to his own Simon Legree: 
lance writing. 

He had worked passionately, reli- 
giously, and in 10 years there had been 
e novels, one of them a mild best- 
seller. Gerald. Millinder had e lines 
in Who's Who in the East, an honor- 
ary degree from his college, and a se- 
cure niche in the insecure bracket of 
"promising authors" But a pattern of 
all-night typing and an pacity for 
recreation had left jittery. There 
was а notebook full of ideas but little 
to draw on for physical confidence. 
He had driven himsell —as everybody 
called it — to the point of exhaustion. 
Right now, for instance, his stomach 
awash with the sickening roll of the 
boat, he had only to think around the 
edges of his book club dilenma and he 
could feel tears coming into his eyes. 
First little signpost of breakdown, his 
doctor had warned. Where did respon- 
sibility to conscience begin and to, fam- 
welfare leave off? Hell, the complex- 
ities of modern life, the compromises it 
kept demanding of you. No wonder 


this was a field day for those ci 
witch doctors, the psychoanalysts. 

Al Banks was holding the Lorelei's 
bow at right angles to the swollen 
waves, easing her down, into and 
through the sea aroused by winds blow- 
ing out of the north. Once in a while 
he threw his head back and sang in a 
not-bad voice a snatch of a chanty. The 
words were a lusty description of the 
buxom charms of willing maids, and 
he looked around roguishly to see if 
they were with him 

"Isn't Madge said. 
“He's been telling me the most marvel- 
ous stories. He sailed all through the 
Caribbean by himself in a 20-foot yawl. 
He's brought alligators back alive from 
the Everglades. He's even been a har- 
pooner on a whale boat. He's done 
everything." 

“Mmmbmmin, I can imagine," Ger- 
ald mumbled. As far back as he could 
remember he had been tormented with 
a fear of doing things. Physical things. 
He was, he knew to his regret, a sorry 
example of the atrophied genus homo 
sapien megalopolis — modern city man. 
He had used his right arm to push a 
pencil by the hour, to dial the tele- 
phone. to shake hands and hold narrow- 
stemmed glasses at cocktail parties, to 
keep a chain of cigarettes nervously 
alive in his mouth and to tip an end- 
less line of cab drivers, waiters, hatcheck 
girls and doormen. 

Madge patted him on the hand, 

her patronizingly, he thought, and 
1. in the same way, "I love you.” He 
answered with a weak nod. Why, at. 
this moment, must she tell him that? 
Could it be a twitch of guilt for the at. 
traction she was feeling toward the 
skipper? Gerald felt impatient with 
himself for admitting such a thought. 
He watched as Madge went forward 
and stood beside Al Banks at the wheel. 
She stood with her legs apart and 
braced and it was something to sec her 
standing there without holding on to 
anything and yet not losing her balance 
as the deck of the Lorelei angled pre- 
cariously back and forth. Once the wa- 
ter fell away from the hull and the 
boat plunged downward with a rc- 
sounding crash that almost sent Madge 
reeling backwards. She id Al looked 
at cach other and laughed together in 
such a way as to make Gerald think, 
Somehow they're going to find a way to 
have cach other. these two strong, fresh- 
air, physical people. And in any other 
society but ours his kind of man would 
have won her. In our brainy, shutin 
world, women fall in love with our 
prestige and our Early American houses 
and our private schools for the children, 
with our 
evenings of hi-fi culture, with our minds. 
Not that Madge would ever think of it 

(continued on page 34) 
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THE MANIPULATORS 


vanguards of 1984: the men of motivation research 


Jë 29 Ane a junior executive or middle 
management man being considered 
for promotion, the pleasant fellow shar 
ing martinis with you — chatting casually 
about seemingly trivial, unrelated top 
ics, ordering rounds of drinks until you 
become mellow and expansive and re- 
laxed — may be a hired mind-prober, an 
MR man. That innocentlooking form 
you are asked to fill out and those ink- 
blots you are asked to interpret and any 
other tests excluding the purely physical 
to which you are subjected will, in all 
likelihood, have been drawn up by an 


MR man. And it will be an MR man 
who will submit a report to your em- 
ployer that could say something like 
this: "He has fine qualifications, good 
college training, excellent appearance, 
poise and agile mental abilities. Our 
analysis detected, however, a potential 
source of real difficulty: his concept of 
authority. He sees his associates as com- 
petitive persons whom he must outwit.” 
And you, sir, are not only unpromoted, 
you are out. Out looking for a new job 
—answering more questions and filling 
out new forms and reacting to different 


inkblots and drinking martinis with 
other pleasant strangers who smile and 
laugh and chew olives while they secret. 
ly evaluate your college training. your 
appearance, your poise, your mental 


abilities and (here we go again) your 
concept of authority. 
Or—if your concept of authority 


measures up — something else may dis 
qualify you, such as the loving devotion 
of your wife. A would-be 
“must not demand too much of her hus 
band's time or interest" since “even his 
sexual activity is relegated to a second- 


execs wife 
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ary place," subordinate to "his single- 
minded concentration on his job." 

Though having the ring of something 
that might happen in Orwells fictional 
year 1984, this is going on in the factual 
year 1957. The stuff in quotation marks 
you've just read lifted almost ver- 
batim from two quite corporeal sources 
— ап actual report submitted to a flesh. 
and-blood employer by an all- Orea 
consulting psychologist and a report by 
two sociologists on a study made of the 
conjugal relations of 8300 executives. 
The subject of the first report was sure 
enough pounding the pavements not 
long after the report was handed in. 
Whether or not he succeeded in finding 
another executive position was not re- 
corded by the psychologist who made 
the report—a psychologist who, know- 
ing which side his Ph.D. is buttered on, 
is engaged in the highly profitable busi- 
ness of Motivation Research, or MR. 

MR is the new multimillion dollar 
industry devoted, as its name implies, 
to exploring the decp-lown motives of 
people. These motives are explored for 
many reasons but chiefly to find out 
what makes a consumer tick, what makes 
you and me buy or refuse to buy a 
product. 

A company about to spend $25,000,- 
000 introducing a new brand of ciga- 
rette wants to know how the public will 
respond to it. Does the product have 
the exciting psychological overtones 
needed to become a crashing success? 
Or are there hidden reefs ahead, deep 
in the public's psyche? If so, perhaps 
the image to be offered to the public 
can be reshaped before it is too late. 

It's no longer considered entirely safe 
simply to ask people how they are going 
to react. They may not know, or they 
may unknowingly give misleading re- 
sponses. If you ask a group of males 
what they think of black as a color for 
a product they will almost unanimously 
say they don't care much for black. 
When, however, a woman appears be- 
fore them in a black negligee they will 
respond more pleasurably than if she is 
clad in any other color. Most of them 
couldn't tell you why. The explanation 
is that while black itself is an unappeal- 
ing color it is a perfect negative and 
thus makes anything next to it — or in. 
side it — look good. 

Then, too, people may not want to 
reveal their rcal motives for accepting 
or rejecting a product. Their actual 
motives may not seem adinirable or par- 

ularly logical. One of the more е 
pensive  inisjudgments in marketing 


history occurred in the early 1950s when 


Chrysler Corporation decided that the 
time was propitious for a more compact, 
easily parkable car. Many people, when 
asked, complained about the trouble 
they had parking the "big, fat care" 
then widely prevalent. Chrysler spent 


millions trimming down the design of 
its cars. When the new line was offered 
to the public the company almost went 
to the E Its share of the auto market 
dropped from 26% to 12% in two years. 

Thus sobered, Chrysler looked more 
deeply into the things people want in 
cars (among other things they are look- 
ing for a prestige symbol) and over- 
hauled its styling. Today Chrysler has 
some of the longest, most colorful, h 
est-tailed cars on the market, and is 
enjoying a spectacular resurgence in 
popularity. 

"The growing similarity of. competing 
pr oducts in thc same field made motiva- 
tion study seem a pressing necessity to 
desperate marketer: 
ferences between rival brands of beer, 
tobacco, gasoline, orange juice were too 
subtle or slight to be persuasive with the 
average consumer. Since marketers con- 
sidered it a matter of utmost urgency 
that consumers by the millions fall head 
over heels in love with their particular 
brand — whether there was а logical 
basis for that exclusive love or not— 
they began trying to infuse their prod- 
uct's image with personality traits con- 
sumers could love. Gasolines became 
folksy or lordly or prudent or playful. 

As the nation’s automated factorics 
achieve the capacity to turn out far 
more products than the public really 
needs, the men in executive suites pon- 
der les about problems of production 
and much, much more about the prob- 
lems of persuading the public to buy 
more of their goods, This, of course, 
brings greater power to those proles- 
sional persuaders, the ad men. Each 
year the amount they can spend in cam- 
paigns of persuasion rises higher and 
higher. 

АП these factors — the outpouring and 
standardization of products and the un- 
predictability of the consumer —im- 
pelled the ad men to turn in growing 
numbers to MR. or the depth approach 
to consumers. This year two thirds of 
the nation’s largest advertisers had 
geared campaigns to MR. (At one of 
the world's largest ad agencies every 
gle client product now gets a thor 
ough checking over from the MR boys 
for hidden factors that may influence 
sales.) 

In their diagnosing, The Manipu- 
lators of Motivation Research first study 
people in depth to find all the possible 
hidden desires, needs and drives that 
might be harnessed t0 promote the 
product in question. (One agency has 
even been studying the emotional state 
of women at various phases of their 
menstrual cycle in order to isolate the 
appeals that are most efective at cach 
phase.) This probing of the subconscious 
is donc largely by techniques borrowed. 
from the psychiatric clinics. The doctors 
conduct “depth interviews" which are 


abbreviated psychoanalytic sessions, with- 
out the couch. One of their favorite 
probing techniques is the projective 
test. You are shown a vague picture 
and asked to comment. In commenting 
you project some of yourself into the 


picture, 
Onc of the more picturesque of these 
picture-probes called the Szondi. 


which assumes we are all aberrants. A 
leading ad agency used it on whiskey 
drinkers to find what appeals would be 
most persuasive with the real two-fisted 
guzzlers (who buy most of the booze 
sold). In this one you are shown eight 
pictures of men and asked which you 
would rather have for a train com- 
panion. What you are not told is that 
all eight are suffering [rom eight kinds 
of mental aberration. The man you feel 
the greatest kinship for. so the thinking 
goes, suflers excessively from the same 
emotional state that possesses you mildly. 

These pictures were shown to men 
when they were sober and then again 
after they had tossed off three shots. A 
change of personality came over the 
men, the research director says, that 
“would make your hair stand on end.” 
He has concluded that men do not 
drink heavily to drown presumed trou- 
bles. They drink for the exhilarating 
change of personality they experience. 

Once the vulnerabilities of the public 
to a product are analyzed and charted, 
psychological hooks are fashioned, 
baited and placed out in the merchan- 
dising sea to snare the unsuspecting 
consumer. 

Many of us realize, of course, that we 
are the targets of more than our share 
of sly blandishments, but some of us may 
not be aware of all the carefully fash- 
ioned techniques of persuasion bei 
focused on us: in the interest of possible 
enlightenment, it might not be a bad 
idea to examine some of these tech- 
niques frequently used to persuade males. 

One favored technique is to build 
into the product a personality which 
the buyers like to think they themselves 
possess. Thus, in effect, the product can 
become a selfimage of the buyer. The 
promoters of vodka were able to send 
sales skyrocketing by convincing con- 
sumers they could, by drinking vodka, 
convey to the world how exciting and 
advanced they themselves. were. These 
early vodka enthusiasts were mainly the 


kind of people who enjoyed ordering a 
screwdriver just to watch the eyebrows 
lift. 

has been most 
the automo- 
have 


ale of sell-images 
ically successful 
tive field, where investigators 

charted the personality of every m 


promoted some months ago with thi 
line: "It makes you feel like the man 
to Social Research, 
(continued on page 38) 


“My gracious, Mr. Simpson — I thought it was a pillow!" 
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sensational sweets for the saturnalian season 


world paid scant attention to des- 

serts. He was content to round off his 
meal with a wedge of ripe camembert 
cheese while his gentle companion 
munched her meringue placé with mar- 
rons. Naturally, there were exceptions 
now and then when a man might have 
been temporarily overcome with the 
aroma of a deep dish apple pie or a 
warm brandicd mince pic. But, as a rule, 
the male of the species was quite willing 
to grant that sweets were designed for 
the sweet. 

This is true no longer, as can be seen 
during the current. holidays when the 
land is lit with flaming plum puddings. 
cherries jubilee and creme cognac: to 
see how widely these food and drink 
desserts are now accepted by both sexes, 
one need only step into a gourmet store 
and observe guys as well as dolls load- 
ing their arms with sweet provender 
from the tiers of brandied fruitcake, 
baba au rhum, prepared crepes suzette, 
pears in creme de menthe, brandied 
apricots, peaches and dates and dozens 
of other easy and exquisite holiday 
morsels. 

When serving such festive dishes, it's 
important to be aware of the bounds of 
good taste. There are still too many 
holiday chefs who insist on serving gon- 
dolicrs made of spun sugar, goddesses 
carved out of raspberry ice, and layer 
cakes bedizened with fireworks showing 
Mt. Vesuvius in eruption. The lengths 
to which this old-fashioned kind of des- 
sert can go were once vividly described 
by Horace Walpole, recalling a func- 
tion celebrating the birth of the Duke 
of Burgundy. Walpole told how the 
Intendant of Gascony “treated the no- 
blesse of the province with a dinner 
and a dessert, the later of which con- 
cluded with a representation by wax 


Ure RECENT YEARS, the man-of-the- 


figures moved by clockwork of the whole 
labor of the dauphiness and the happy 
birth of an heir to the monarch.” 

The simpler а dessert's appearance. 
the greater the skill and savvy wl 
should be accorded its concoction. A 
man may have a passion for peaches. 
He may idolize brandy. But when he 
merely drops a few peaches into a 
howl and then sloshes some brandy over 
them, he discovers that he doesn't have 
brandied peaches at all. He may have 
chosen the wrong kind of peaches or the 
wrong brandy or both. The liquor may 
lave been so potent that it killed the 
peach flavor. The fruit may have been 
too ripe or too firm, too flavorless or 
too sweet. Today's holiday host buys his 
own choice of brandied peaches in a 
jar. slices them, heats them in a chafing 
dish, adds a little more brandy for gen- 
Ue flaming. spoons the warm peaches 
over smooth vanilla ice cream апа — 
voilà! 

In buying liqueurs for regal desserts, 
one can select any good domestic brand 
when straight fruit flavors like cherry, 
apricot or blackberry are required. Nat- 
urally, elegant elixirs like benedictine 
or chartreuse are only available in their 
original imported form. For such des 
serts as mince pie or fruitcake, it isn't 
necessary to buy imported brandy. If, 
on the other hand, you're serving a 
flaming fruit dessert to a connoisseur 
of cognac, it would be better to use 
the imported product. For some rea- 
son, American whiskies have been un- 
accountably neglected for warming up 
desserts. Both bourbon and rye are 
actually delightful for flaming warm 
confections like plum pudding, date 
pudding and fig pudding. 

The whole subject of preparing lig- 
uored desserts. especially if you're mak- 


food By THOMAS MARIO 


ing your own modifications of a recipe. 
should be approached with a certain 
caution. One should be aware of the 
fact that the mere presence of liquor 
doesn't automatically create an exem- 
plary dish. Peaches in port wine may 
sound fascinating, but the chances are 
that, if you've never tasted this dessert 
before, you won't be transported with 
ecstasy at the first bite. Maybe on the 
second or third trials, your taste buds 
will begin to feel a mellow afterglow 
— maybe not. Then there are desserts 
which may look very good, but which 
can be misleading. For example, if you 
should pour creme de violette liqueur 
over canned Bartlett pears, you'd have 
a luscious contrast of deep purple and 
creamy white colors. But the resultant 
mixture of flavors would hardly be 
happy. Some other desserts that have 
little eye appeal in themselves, like the 
classical plum pudding, can be ex- 
tremely luscious in the mouth 

Flaming desserts will automatically 
be more pleasurable if served in fine 
buffet ware. You can flame desserts in 
an old frying pan if you wish, of course. 
but the applause meter will register 
much higher if you perform the same fire 
ritual in a gleaming chafing dish or a 
properly proportioned pan of copper 
(see The Gourmet Bil, тїлүвоу, Sep 
tember 1957). 

One of the perplexing problems for 
the apprentice at the buffet table is the 
ing dessert that refuses to ignite. 
To avoid this minor disaster, observe 
the following rules: 

Be sure that the food that is to be 
flamed is heated and kept hot before 
the liquor is added. The liquor itself 
should be hot, too, if possible. If you 
pour cold liquor onto a hot chafing dish 
or hot saucepan, you should wait for at 
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least a minute before applying the flame. 
After the inside of the pan is aflame, 
keep it directly over the heat. If the 
food contains a considerable quantity 
of its own liquid, like canned fruits in 
syrup, this liquid should be largely 
drained off before the alcohol is added. 
The alcoholic strength of the liquor 
that’s used is a factor in building your 
crater of fire. For instance, anisette, a 
liqueur sometimes bottled at 54 proof, 
will hardly contain the fire power that 
you'll find in kirsch or mirabelle (both 
100 proof brandies) or in green char- 
treuse (110 proof). 

Normally, in homes, a lighted match 
is used to set the pan ablaze. Profes- 
sionals at buffet tables, heating food 
over an open flame, will quickly move 
the pan back and forth in a rocking 
motion, and the small spray of alcohol 
vapors will set the inside of the pan 
afire. With a little practice you can 
learn to perform this bit of culinary 
showmanship. If you've newer served 
distilled desserts before, it's a good idea 
to rehearse them privately before per- 
forming them publicly. Some flaming 
desserts require considerable advance 
preparation before they are served. 

The following spirituous mealcaps, 
both hot and cold, are cach designed 
for four servings. 


PINEAPPLE FLAMBÉE, COCONUT CREAM 
Y4 cup milk 

% cup amber rum 

4 egg yolks 

14 cup granulated sugar 

Dash nutmeg 

Dash salt 

Y4 four-oz. can shredded coconut 
% cup heavy whipping cream 

No. 2 can pineapple spears, drained 
3 tablespoons brown sugar 

2 tablespoons butter 

Dash cinnamon 


In the top part of a double boiler, 
combine the milk. М cup rum, egg 
yolks, granulated sugar, nutmeg and 
salt. Mix very well. Cook over simmer- 
ing water in bottom part of double 
boiler, stirring constantly with a wire 
whisk until a thick sauce is formed. 
Remove from thc fire at once. Add 
coconut. Chill in the refrigerator until 
serving time. Just before serving, beat 
the heavy cream until thick. Fold the 
cream into the coconut mixture. In a 
chafing dish or saucepan, heat the 
drained pineapple spears, brown sugar, 
butter and cinnamon. When pineapple 
is hot. add the remaining 14 cup rum. 
When the rum is hot, ignite it. When 
flames subside, spoon the pineapple 
spears onto serving dishes. Spoon hot 
sauce from pan over pineapple. Top 
with coconut mixture. 


ZABAGLIONE 
(You will often sce this dish spelled 


on menus as zabaione. The wine should 
be the sweet imported marsala which is 
authentic for the dessert. Marsala, how- 
ever, is not available at all liquor stores. 
A dark sweet sherry or madeira may be 
substituted if necessary.) 

6 egg yolks 

6 tablespoons granulated sugar 

34 cup marsala wine 

Y teaspoon salt 

1% teaspoon ground mace or nutmeg 


Arrange a double boiler so the water 
in the bottom part does not touch the 


top section. Combine all of the ingredi 
ents in the top section. Cook over sim- 
mering water, beating constantly with 
egg beater until mixture is thick and 
light. It will swell to about three or 
four times its original volume. Avoid 
overcooking, or the mixture may curdle. 
From time to time, while beating, it 
may be necessary to scrape the corners 
of the pan with a spoon to prevent a 
thick layer from forming. Serve while 
wann in parfait glasses, glass punch cups 
or any glass dessert dish. Zabaglione 
may also be served over cooked or 
canned fruit like pears or peaches or 
over light plain spongecake or lady 
fingers. 


STRAWBERRIES SMETANA 


1 quart fresh strawberri 
2 jiggers maraschino liqueur 

1 jigger Grand Marnier liqueur 
Granulated sugar 

1 cup sour cream 

Light brown sugar 


(If fresh strawberries are unavailable 
at this time of the year in your neck 
of the woods, frozen whole strawberries 
may be substituted.) Remove stems from 
strawberries. Wash strawberries, and 
ain well Combine the strawberries 
with both liqueurs. Add 2 tablespoons 
granulated sugar or more to taste. Let 
the strawberries and liqueurs marinate 
for three or four hours in the refrig- 
erator. Spoon strawberries onto serving 
dishes. Top with sour cream. Sprinkle 
heavily with brown sugar. 


COUPE WITH BANANAS FLAMBEE 
2 medium-sized bananas. firm ripe 
2 tablespoons honey 
М cup pineapple juice 
1 tablespoon butter 
П oz. amber rum 
or. creme de cacao 
t coffee ice cream 


Peel bananas. Cut in half lengthwise. 
Then cut crosswise into linch pieces. 
Put the bananas, honey, pineapple juice 
and butter in a saucepan or chafing 
dish. Heat over a low flame, turning 
frequently, until bananas are soft but 
not mushy and liquid in pan has been 
reduced to a thick syrup. Add the rum 


and creme de cacao. Ignite the liquors. 
When flames subside, spoon the bananas 
and sauce over the ice cream in serving 
dishes. 


CREPES SUZETTE WITH B & B LIQUEUR 


(Although the conventional crepes 
suzette are heated in a rather elaborate 
orange sauce, the recipe below is a 
simpler variation of the great French 
dessert. The procedure is in three steps. 
The crepes are made in advance. Then 
they are spread with jam and rolled. 
Just before serving, they are famed 
with B & B liqueur. You can, if you 
wish, eliminate the job of preparing 
the crepes by buying them in a jar, can 
or in frozen form. The fresh crepes, of 
course, have a livelier flavor and better 
texture than the prepared article.) 

% cup all-purpose flour 

14 cup confectioners’ sugar 

V4 teaspoon salt 

2 whole eggs 

2 egg yolks 

l tablespoon. brandy 

14 cup milk 

Salad oil 

Strawberry or raspberry jam for filling 

2 tablespoons butter 

2 tablespoons granulated sugar 

y4 cup B & В liqueur 


Sift flour, sugar and salt. In a sepa- 
rate bowl combine the whole cggs, egg 
yolks, brandy, milk and 2 tablespoons 
salad oil. Beat well with a rotary egg 
beater or wire whisk. Combine liquid 
and dry ingredients, and beat well. Strain 
the batter through a wire strainer. Let 
the batter rest for one hour before 
making crepes. Lightly grease а 7-inch 
frying pan with salad oil, using a pastry 
brush or crumpled paper towel for 
greasing. Heat pan over a medium 
flame. Pour just enough batter (about 
3 tablespoons) to cover pan bottom, tilt- 

ng the pan so that the batter reaches 
the edge. When bottom is brown, turn 
over crepe with a spatula. Cook other 
side only until it is not moist looking. 
It needn't be browned. Cook crepes 
quickly, since long cooking toughens 
them. Continue making crepes until the 
batter is used up. On the lighter side 
of each crepe, spread 1 to 2 tablespoons 
jam. Roll up crepes. Place in chafing 
or crepes suzette pan. When ready 
to serve, add butter and granulated 
sugar to chafing dish or pan. Sauté 
slowly until crepes are hot and coated 
with butter, turning them as necessary. 
Add the liqueur. Set aflame, When 
flames subside, lift crepes to serving 
plates. Pour the sauce in which they've 
cooked on top. 

The wearing of firemen’s hats is con- 
sidered extremely gauche this season. 


Avoid them. 


women are 


rude, nasty, 


4 mean, cantankerous 
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~ and candidates for 
ба thorough, 


p 15 A FOPULAR NOTION that women 
are the polite sex and that men are 
genteel only because gentility is forced 
upon them by their etiquettical mates. 

Bah. 

Women are polite only toward mem- 
bers of their own circle or clan. A woman 
is polite to the guest in her home, to the 
inembers of her club, to her neighbors 
sometimes, and to people who have been. 
properly introduced to her. But toward 
the stranger, male or female, her bearing 
is all too often that of a savage, mean, 
cantankerous, clawing, wild and unpre- 
dictable animal. 

"Thus she makes a farce out of the 
whole institution of etiquette which she 
pretends to worship. 

Ferocious beasts of thc jungle arc 
polite toward their own associates: no- 
body has to be taught that. The primary 
function of any code of manners is the 
promotion of amiable relationships be- 
tween strangers. And that is where the 
ladies fail. 

Go to a Wednesday matinee in the 
legitimate theatre. Here the audience 
is at least 90% women, and let us not 
forget that these are the women who 
presumably wallow in the writings of 
Emily Post; these are not sccubwomen 


è 
and fishwives and grisettes. Yet it would 
be difficult to find, anywhere on earth, 
a more barbaric gathering. The flagrant 
rudeness of a legitimate theatre audience 
on an ordinary evening, with a fair per- 
centage of men present, is appalling 
enough; the unalloyed savagery of the 
matinee audience would frighten a croc- 
odile. The ladies bare their fangs and 
walk upon each other and perform 
bruising operations with their elbows. 
They babble. Cod, how they babble! 
One of our standard national jokes 
concerns the rampaging fury, the dog- 
eatdog deportinent, of women attending 
bargain sales. I, for one, fail to see any- 
thing funny about it. It might be com- 
ical if it were confined to bargain sales, 
but it is not. The generality of women 
whether engaged in clawing the shirt- 
waists off each other in department 
stores, or attending matinees, or driving 
automobiles, are under some weird sort 
of compulsion to knock down and tram- 
ple anyone who gets in their way. 
Compare their behavior with that of 
a crowd that is overwhelmingly male—a 
crowd, say, at Madison Square Garden 
on fight night. The men walk in and 
take their seats and watch the show and 
then get up and walk out. They are 
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opinion By H. ALLEN SMITH ) 


orderly about it and considerate of one 
another and if one man treads on the 
feet of another in getting to his seat, 
there is no exchange of nasty, hate laden 
glares. There is polite apology and 
equally polite forgiveness. 

The ladies, at this point, may think 
they have me by the short hairs. They 
know from the evidence on their televi- 
sion screens that fist-fights are not un- 
common among the customers at boxing 
shows. I concede the point and suggest 
that we subpoena the cops and the 
ushers who work the boxing arenas. 
Those fights.among spectators, they will 
testify, are not ordinarily engendered by 
partisan feelings for individual boxers 
in the ring. Nine times out of ten they 
are brought about by dames. A male 
customer seated in the vicinity of a lady 
permits his emotions to get so far out of 
hand that he utters a profanity. Where- 
upon the lady turns to her escort and 
says: "Pilsbury, I have been insulted. 
Get on your feet right this minute and 
clout that scum.” And Pilsbury gets up 
and clouts, and the scum clouts back, and 
if Pilsbury gets his skull cracked it's his 
own fault for ever bringing the broad 
there in the first place. 
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BARRACUDAS 


that way. In fact, if she had been able 
to read his mind she would have been 
shocked, and hurt, and probably angry. 
What he meant was that his intelligence 
and little niche of prestige had given 
him the power, the opportunity to at- 
tract a woman like Madge that he 
would never have had in a less mental, 
more primitive society. 

He доа off into a troubled dream 
too jumbled to unravel or interpret, 
the toned-down ending of the book they 
wanted him to change, falling over- 
rd and drowning and his youngest 
girl sobbing and Captain Banks and 
Madge making love on the deck. Then 
he was falling again, over the side and 
into a swarm of man-eaters. At the last 
moment he managed to save himself by 
suddenly waking. An abrupt lurch 
almost swung him out of his chair and 
he saw that Madge was at the wheel, 
heading into the waves as Al had shown 
her doing fairly well although the pitch- 
ing of the Lorelei was even more vi 
lent now. 

Gerald felt as if his stomach was roll 
ing up through his chest and into his 
mouth. Scraping the Tous of his 
strength and concentra . he fought 
down the impulse to pine himself of 
the impurities that were poisoning him. 
Hold me in, hold me together, oh 
Dramamine, he prayed, and he hated 
worse than the biliousness the sign of 
weakness in front of these two. Some- 
how, in the green turmoil it seemed as 
if the two strong ones standing upright 
were man and wife and he was the in- 
truder, that despised outsider whose un- 
welcome presence makes a crowd. 

АІ Banks looked around at him and 
tried to cheer him up. “Nearly there, 
Mr. Millinder. Are you OK? How do 
you like my new mate?” 

Madge stecring confidently and 
Al Banks, close behind her, was lean- 
ing over her shoulder to check the com- 
pass. 

At what seemed to Gerald the last 
posible moment for survival, he was 
given a reprieve. Al Banks took over 
and was working his way into the chan. 
nel. In a few minutes they were on the 
lee side of the island and the sea 
cradled them gently. The horizon had 
llowed the sun and a curtain of 
mist, incredibly blue, hung over the 
lagoon. The only inhabitants of the 
island were а few herons who stared at 
them suspiciously. There was a small 
beach and Al Banks eased the Lorelei 
in as close as she would draw. After the 
anchorsplash there wasn't a sound in 
the lagoon. More closely viewed, it 
looked as if blue smoke were rising 
from the smooth dark surface. Fifty 
yards into the lagoon was a miniature 
island with a slender arm of sand curv- 


(continued from page 24) 


ing into the water to form a natural 
póol. 

Madge went back to join her husband 
in the stern. "Know what it reminds me 
of? That picture on our record album 
— The Isle of the Dead." 

"Half zn hour more and you could 
have buried me there," Gerald said. He 
had hekl on and soon he would be all 
right. He unbuttoned his shirt to his 
waist, exposing his narrow chest and a 
soft white belly. He took a deep breath. 
and thought about how the fishing 
would be tomorrow if the wind let up. 
He breathed deeply again, enjoying the 
fresh evening air cooling his throat. 

"Madge, how about a drink? Then 
we'll go ashore and claim these islands 
in the name of the Authors League of 
America. 

"I'd love a drink,” Madge said. 

He went below to dig out a bottle of 
15-year-old rum picked up on the Keys. 
He took off his canvas shoes and his 
socks and rolled up the cuffs of his 
pants. He wondered if Al Banks knew 
what a lucky so.b. he was, no worries, 
no problems, except to match wits with 
the winds and the tides. He twisted 
the cork out of the bottle and gulped 
a mouthful. He felt a little giddy with 
recovered strength, an unfamiliar vigor. 

He brought the bottle back with hi 
Madge was peeling off her sweat shi 
“Are you up to a swim; 

"Isn't it too late?" 

“The water looks beautiful, Gerald. 
АП velvety. 

He took another swallow from the 
boule and handed it to Madge. 

“OK, I'm game.” 

His momentary cuphoria flagged at 
the thought of having to explore the 
deceptive calm of these waters. But he 
had to keep up with Madge. With 
Madge and her Al Banks. He had to 
show them. He had to prove something 
to himself. 

Madge put one leg over the railing, 
ready to dive. She paused a moment, to 
remember it. About 20 feet off the stern 
there was a splash, a momentary swirl 
from which a circle of ripples widened 
toward the boat. 

Madge said, 
out there.” 

Al Banks came aft and studied the 
dark water. He held a light rod with a 
steel jig. He cast well out into the la- 
goon and recled in rapidly. He watched 
the water closely as the jig wiggled up 
to the stern. Following it in was a long, 
slender shadow that sensed the boat and 
knifed away. 

"A scooter," Al Banks said. 
place is crawling with em. 

"You mean barracuda?” asked Madge. 

“Will they really attack you?” Gerald 
wanted to know. 


“Al, something broke 


“The 


The Skipper laughed. “Let me have 
a shot of that pain-killer and I'll tell 
you a little story. 

He wiped his mouth with the back of 
his hand. 

There's this fellow from Minneapo- 
lis, manufactures television aerials and 
stuff like that, who comes down every 
winter. Only has one arm. His left arm. 
is off clean, just below the shoulder. 
When he hooks a fish, someone has to 
hold the rod for him while he reels in. 
Most people who come out with me, the 
last thing they want to hook into is a 
scooter, but not this joker. Al, he says 
to me, ‘all I want is to get me a barra- 
cuda.’ Well, it's not much of an order 
down here in the Gulf. So we find him 
his barracuda and he reels "im in and 
then when ] swing ‘im in over the 
stern this one-armed bastard from Min- 
neapolis takes a club and beats the 
head of that scooter to jelly. Then he 
says, ‘OK Al, that’s all the fishin’ I want 
for t'day.’ Every winter the same story. 
1 never asked him about his arm and he 
didn't cm overanxious to tell me, but 
last winter we got weathered in for a 
couple of days at the Dry Tortugas and 
he got himself pretty well whiskied up 
and this is what he tells me. 

"About 15 years ago he was fishing 
out here in the Gulf and something hit 
his line and took off in such a hurry 
that it jerked him clean overboard. He 
was under water fighting to get to the 
surface when something hit him like a 
идгам. The Skipper finally fished 
him out, but as for the arm, well by 
that time а 30-pound barracuda was 
sitting down to a fancy dinner.” 

Al Banks laughed and helped himself 
to another swallow of rum. The laugh 
puzled Millinder. It was not even a 
nervous laugh. He was just laughing be- 
cause he felt good and because he 
didn't mind about the arm and because 
he liked to sit out there over a jug of 
rum and spin the evenings away. 

"Then these scooters really are 
dangerous?” Gerald said. 

“I wouldn't say so," Al Banks said 
cheerfully. “A thing like that happens, 
well maybe once in a thousand times. 
I've been fishing these waters since I 
was a kid and I've yet to see a man bit. 
Maybe if the scooter is crazy hungry, 
or if you're wearing something bright 
like a wide gold ring that flashes in 
his eye he might decide to go for you. 
But if you feel like you want to swim 
I'd say go ahead. I don't think these 
scooters will give you any trouble." 

"How about you, Captain? Would 
you go in?" 

Gerald's question had а petulant 
edge. Al Banks grinned disarmingly. 

"Me, I never go in. Not even a swim- 
ming pool. I'm strictly a boat man.” 

Madge stared down into the black 

{continued on page 50) 


HAVE CAPE, WILL TRAVEL 


How to cut a dashing figure? Don the cape, that ageless and 
veneroble outergarment that has long performed yeoman 
service for the continental man-on-the-move. This jaunty model 
goes everywhere the gentleman goes—dueling scar and deer- 
stalker cap optional. Designed over 100 years ago for the 
rangers of the Black Forest, this bold breed of cape has not 
changed one whit since: it remains elegant, capacious, warm 
as a glass of mulled wine; lightweight and water-repellent, too, 
with detachable hood. Woven in Germany of Loden cloth, it's 
available in either Loden green (shown) or Loden gray, at $75. 
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the young man’s guide to a better and battered bartlett’s 


article By Harlan Draper 


О OF THE MARKS of true urbanity 
in a young man who is making his 
way upward in the world is the ability to 
pull an apt quotation out of the hat at 
the appropriate moment. And one of 
the best ways to cook your goose in 
cultivated society is to come up with a 
boo-boo. 

atio said, "To thine own self 
you casually utter, twirling 


d right away you have con 
signed yourself to the doghouse. That 
willowy Smith girl, who happens to 
have read Hamlet a little more care- 
fully than you have, is going to turn 
her attention elsewhere. You have mis- 
quoted yourself right out of the running. 

Beware! Not all of your offenses 
against proper quotation are going to 
be as obvious as this one. And some 
misquotations are so universal that you 
will make a very favorable impression 
by coming up with the lesser-known 
accurate quote. Some joker is sure to 
"correct" you, and then you can really 
pin him to the mat, in earshot of the 
succulent Smith girl, thu 

“There can be no doubt,” your victim 
says, "that Bach is doing his very best 
in the Goldberg Variations, and that 
Beethoven is doing his utmost in the 
Diabelli. Granted, two giants. But what 
a difference, really, if you measure 
Bach's basic musical content against 
Beethoven 

“It can be argued," you say. "At any 
rate, as you put it, two giants. And 
between two giants, it scems to me, 
comparisons are odorous.” 

“Odious, I suppose you mean," your 
adversary yawns. 

“Much Ado,” you say. “I believe Dog- 
berry has the line in that wonderful 
scene with Leonato and Verges in the 
third act. You might look it up next 
time you're near a library.’ 


The eyes in the face of the Smith girl 
widen and then settle on you with a 
warm and respectful regard. Fact is— 
she, too, thought it should be “odious.” 
(As indeed it should be — at least ac- 
cording to John Fortescue, Christopher 
Marlowe, George Herbert, John Lyly, 
Robert Burton, John Donne, John 
Grange, Thomas Heywood and Cer- 
vantes, all of whom worked the line in 
somewhere, cheerfully plagiarizing each 
other. In fact, when that meathead Dog- 
berry says "odorous" he is committing 
precisely the offense that you are being 
warned against. In this case, you have 
cleverly applied the art of correct quo- 
tation to the art of one-upmanship, and 
you have nothing to fear: your rival is 
now in a statc of shock, incapable of 
thought or action.) 

There are many opportunities for tri- 
umphs of this sort in the large field of 
quotation, most of them much sounder 
than the above example. 

Shall we make a sort of game of itr 
Lets suppose that the following com- 
pletely impossible conversation takes 
place between two fellows discussing a 
prospective conquest: 

HAROLD: Listen, boy, I've latched onto 
a live one! By the sweat of my brow 
and a lot of diligent seduction 1 am 
proud to say that I have this one made. 
Made! 

GERALD: Careful, friend. Pride goeth 
before a fall, you know. And are you 
by any chance talking about Joan? With 
the great big eyes? 

HAROLD: The same, And I've got it 
made, I tell you, I know it! 

GERALD: Oh, you know it, eh? Let me 
tell you something, buster: a little 
knowledge is a dangerous thing. It just 
happens that you have picked yourself 
the worst teaser since Lady Godiva. 
Water, water, everywhere, and not a 
drop to drink. Believe me, not a drop! 


QUOTEMANSHIP 


HAROLD: You mean you've had a go 
at this dish? 

GERALD: I have. Cold as gold, and as 
hard to get. With this Joan, you can 
take the word of an old pro, all that 


glitters is not gold. 

HAROLD: OK, so brief me. Maybe I 
can follow in your illustrious footsteps. 

GERALD; Well, imitation is the sin- 
cerest form of flattery, but in this case 
Га advise against it. 

HAROLD: You flubbed it, ch? 

GERALD: Let him who is without guilt 
cast the first stone. Maybe you never 
flubbed one? But you're right — I sure 
flubbed it. And I tried every new gim- 
mick I could think of. 

HAROLD: Don't you know there's noth- 
ing new under the sun — not for a tasty 
dish like that? So what went wrong? 

GERALD: Man, that girl is just too 
plain determined to hang onto her vir- 
tue. І tried everything. 1 even tried a 
few quotations from the Bible, to soften 
her up. 

HAROLD: The Bible? That was sort of 
gilding the lily, wasn’t it? 

GERALD: Maybe so. Anyway, it didn't 
work. You know what she said? “The 
devil can quote Scripture for his own 
purpose" Dig that — the devil! Me! 
And to make assurance doubly sure, 
she threw a couple of passages right 
back at me, with chapter and verse. 

HAROLD: Man, this is discouraging. 
Are you sure you tried all the angles? 
For instance, did you drop a hint about 
that inheritance you stand to get? 

GERALD: I told you, I tried every- 
thing. That was one time I got the 
Book thrown at me. “Money is the root 
of all evil," she said 

HAROLD: But the thing is, did you 
ever really get in there and pitch? 

GERALD: Of course I did — you're talk- 
ing to the maestro, boy. One night the 

(concluded on page 78) 
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Inc., which did a massive study of auto 
personalities, the Buick personality 
matches up with that of substantial, 
socially mobile people who still aspire 
ise her in social status. 

In general, people who want to secm 
conservative, serious and responsible 
tend to buy dark-colored sedans with a 
minimum of accessories and gadgets, 
whereas those who like to be known for 
their dash and flair prefer hardtops. 
two-tone paint jobs, many accessories 
and gadgets. 

Once the image analysts get a line on 
a lew of the productimages we buy, 
they claim a pattern emerges which en- 
ables them to forecast how we will be- 
have in other buying situations. I was 
having lunch with two Chicago psy- 
chologists who have studicd the "per- 
sonality” of many products. One of 
them said: “Now take the man who 
drives a Studebaker, sinokes Old Golds, 
uses cream-based hair oil, an electric 
shaver, carries a Parker 51 fountain 
pen. Obviously he is a salesman, an 
active man, agressive in face-to-face situ- 
ations and wants to make a good im- 
pression. Probably he was quite an 
active lover in his youth." The other 
psychologist added: “Also, you will find 
that he is wearing loud shorts.” 

Another technique of manipulation 
which has been getting considerable at- 
tention is that of offering people re 
lief from their secret fears and guilt 
feclings. Millions of people, it seems, 
still have a strong streak of puritanism 
in their make-up and consequently have 
responded more uneasily than gratefully 


to many of the products being offered 
so invitingly today, especially the self 
indulgent and casy-living variety. H 


still bothers such people, at а subcon- 
scious level, to smoke. drink, consume 
sizable amounts of candy or soft drinks, 
use ready-mix prepara 
uum cleaners or power tools. 

MR found that the cigarette makers 
were ling to deal realistically 
with the guilt and anxiety feelings. how- 
ever seemingly buried, of smokers. They 
charged that the makers were not 
fashioning messages that played upon 
the core meanings of smoking. The sell. 
ing messages most often used in the 
ly Fifties either pictured smokers 
with dreamy faces or they hammered at 
the health promise that their particular 
brand would not kill the user. Pierre 
N neau, research director of The 
Chicago Tribune and a missionary for 
MR, snorted: “I can't imagine a whiskey 
advertiser in folksy, confidential tones 
telling people to ‘guard against cir- 
rhosis of the liver’ or proclaiming, that 
‘a 10-month study by leading medical 
authorities showed no cases of acute or 
chronic alcoholism.’ He was so thor 


ns or even use 


oughly convinced the cigarette makers 
were off base that he hired Social Re- 
search to study 350 typical smokers in 
depth. 

SRI investigators uncovered a host of 
Freudian reasons people smoke despite 
misgivings about the habit. They smoke 
to relieve inner tensions . . . to find oral 
gra! n (in a sort of substitute 
breast) . . . to give their hands a chance 
to do something familiar and well- 
organized (which contributes to a feel- 
ing of well-being) . . . to achieve poise 
when entering a strange room ... to 
prove their daring . . . to give them- 
selves a rewarding break. 

‘The major discovery of the investi- 
gators, however, was that Americans se- 
cretly sce smoking as proof of virile ma- 
turity. The report stated: “Americans 
smoke — and in increasing numbers — 
to prove that they are virile, to demon- 
strate their energy, vigor and potency. 
This is a psychological satisfaction suffi- 
cient to overcome health fears, to with- 
stand moral censure, ile or even 
the paradoxical weakness of 'enslave- 
ment to a habit.’ Young people who 
smoke are trying to be older: and older 
people who smoke are trying to be 
younger." 

‘The investigators made the further 
interesting discovery that despite the 
great increase in feminine smoking in 
recent years people in general still 
think of smoking as proof of manliness 
and as а “man’s activity." 

‘The Marlboro people may have been 
influenced by this last finding when 
they ordered a sexual transvestism of 
their product, which had been highly 
feminine in its appeal. In this sexual 
flipflop the new Marlboro came out 
with а bold, red-topped. package which 
researchers found particularly appealing 
to men. Ads proclaimed the smoke's 
^ zed livor." The ads also sud- 
l Marlboro 
looking men 
ntensely preoccupied in a task and giv- 
ing themselves a deserved break һу 
smoking. All had tattoos — symbols of 
masculinity—on the backs of their 
hands, While ning new male inter- 
est Marlboro was able to hold on to many 
of its women. It called its new-imaged 
smoke: сце that women 
like too." 

Professional persuaders found they 
could also increase their potency in sell- 
ing products by playing upon our hid. 
den needs, One hidden need which The 
Manipulators found in many men was 
for a sense of power. A gasoline pro- 
ducer, after a depth study, began ham- 
mering out the two words TOTAL POWER 
in connection with its product. This 
seeming need to give males a feeling of 
power helps explain much of the strain- 


ing by auto makers to put more and 
morc horses under the hood, even though 
by 1957 the stock models of many makes 
of cars could already go twice as fast as 
the highest legal speed limit posted in 
Amcrica (65 mph). 

Various investigators found that many 
men see the power of their car almost 
as an extension of their own sexual 
potency One Midwestern ad agency 
concluded. after some depth-probing. 
that one important reason why many 
men like to buy a new and more power- 
ful car every year or two is that it give 
them a renewed sense of power. The 
report said, "It gives the buyer ri 
surance of his own masculinity, an emo- 
tional need wl 
deliver.” 

This male need for a sense of power 
has likewise been carefully weighed in 
the sale of power boats, which outsell 
sailboats with men eight to one. The 
Institute for Motivational Research, in 
a study for the boating industry, found 
that many men scem to use their boats 
to express a sense of power in “almost 
a sexual way." It quoted one man, an 
executive, who was depth-interviewed, 
as explaining in his reveri With a 
good power boat you can show you are 
all man and let her rip — without hav- 
ing the fear you are bound to have on 
the road." When the male sets out to 
buy himself another boat — whether it 
is his second, third, fourth or fifth — 
there is one thing you can be sure he'll 
want: a bigger surge of power than his 
old boat was able to deliver. 

The sexual symbolism of products 
became a growing preoccupation of 
MR. Fountain pens have been ap- 
praised for their adequacy as satisfying 
phallic symbols. Convertibles were 
viewed by опе MR man as symbolic 
mistresses, whereas sedans were viewed 
as symbolic wives. 

AL this particular season of the year, 
might be interesting to contemplate 
how MR has even penctrated — via 
Freudian probing — as  simple-seeming 
and wholesome a matter as the selection 
of Christmas ds. Yet it has not only 
done so. but it employed the most trans- 
n symbolism in the assay. 
ring a female symbol 
(wreath) and a male symbol (candle) 
were used singly, in combination but 
not in contact, and with the candle in- 
serted in the wrcath. In a dom sam- 
pling of buyers, cards with a candle 
design alone proved most popular with 
women. those with wreaths alone ap- 
pealed to men, but younger buyers of 
both sexes were heavily in favor of the 
candle-in-wreath design. 

A study of the problems that might 
arise if gasoline stations went self-service 
reportedly resulted in a cautionary con- 
clusion, with sexual symbolism inspiring 

(continued on page 62) 


seagirl sark Ж... last of the red-hot feudal fiefs 


SARK IS THE ONLY feudal state to survive 
in Europe. It is a fief; as such, it was 
given to a feudal lord by Queen Eliza 
beth I in 1565, and it passed from 
hand to hand for almost 400 years until, 
t occupies those of Mrs. Sibyl 
Hathaway, a very proper, elderly, sensi 
ble British lady who lives in a venerable 
manor house there, and who chooses to 
be known as the Dame of Sark. Mrs. 
Hathaway, the Dame, is not only lord 
and mistress of Sark and its 500 or so 
inhabitants but also, in the 
Queen Elizabeth. owns "all of its rights, 
members, liberties and appurtenances 
and all and singular castles, fortresses, 
houses, buildings, structures ruined with 
their fragments, lands, meadows 
tures, commons, wastes, woods, w 
watercourses, ponds, fces, rents, reve 


words of 


RIGHT LITTLE, 


travel BY JOHN SACK 


sions, services, advowsons, presentations, 
rightsof patronage, of rectories, vicarages, 
chapels or churches, and also all manner 
of tithes, oblations, fruits, obventions, 
mines, quarries, ports, shores, rocks, 
wrecks of the sea, shipwrecks, farms, fee- 
farms, knights’ fees, wards, marriages, 
escheats, reliefs, heriots, goods and chat- 
tels waived, goods and chattels of felons, 
fugitives or pirates, or felones-de-se, out- 
ws, of persons put in exigent. and the 
forfeited or confiscated goods of persons 
condemned or convicted any other way 
atsoever; also all forfeitures, pawn: 
free warren: s leet, views of 
frank pledge, assize and assay of bread, 
wine and beer; all fairs, markets, customs, 


TIGHT LITTLE ISLAND 


rights of tolls, jurisdictions, liberties, 
immunitics, exemptions, franchises, priv 
ileges, commodities, profits, emoluments, 
and all the Queen's heredits whatsoever 
with every of their appurts, situate 
hin the Or seacoast contiguous 
or appertaining to the Island, or within 
its shores, limits or precincts, and what- 
soever were held, known, or accepted as 
members or parts of the Island of Sark.” 
lt is clear, I think, that Mrs. Hatha 
way is a power to be reckoned with in 
Sark. (By the way, the place is one of 
the Channel Islands, off France; it can 
be seen from the Pan American Clipper 
to Paris) There are other powers in 
Sark, but almost all of them are chosen 
by Mrs. Hathaway and are collectively 
known, by many of the people there, as 
(continued on page 12) 


Ribald Classic 


THE 
LOUELIEST 
LADDER 


The first English translation 
of a tangy tale 
from the Contes et Nouvelles 


of Jules Janin 


1 WAS ON THE BOAT with Bonaparte: we 

were going to Egypt, he and I, he a 
general and I a noncommissioned officer. 
We disembarked together, and he held 
out his hand to help me. Then we took 
Alexandria and pushed on towards Cairo 
across the desert. 

How we suffered! There was nothing 
green, very little water because all the 
wells had been filled with stones by the 
retreating Arabs, only the distant mirage 
which made us think of cool lakes and 
increased our thirst. We passed by the 
pyramids with hardly a glance: we were 
interested only in getting to Cairo. At 
length, we reached our objective. 

T was with one of the many small ad- 
vance units supposed to take up strategic 
points throughout the city. Near the 
edge of the town there was a building 
which had a terrace along one side of 
the roof. Five of us dimbed to this roof 
and found that we were thus provided 
with a good view of the avenue of ap- 
proach as well as the cool shadow of a 
high wall. It had been six days since 
we had been able to sit in the shade. 

Already in the distance we could hear 
the sounds of bugles and drums. A bat- 
talion of our comrades passed by, and 
then we saw him — our great general. 
In our excitement we jumped up and 
were about to yell “Vive Napoleon!" 
when suddenly a portion of the roof 
gave way. Before we could realize what 
had happened we were lying on the 
floor of what turned out to be а sump- 
tuous bath house. 

In the center of the room there were 
delightful pools of water and on the 
other side of the room 20 ravishingly 
beautiful women huddled together try- 
ing to hide their nudity. 

But we hardly noticed the women 
then. We quickly threw aside our rilles 
and sabres, undressed and jumped in 
the water. It had been a long time since 
we bad seen so much water! 

When the women saw wc were not 
going to harm them, they came forward 
timidly and continued their ablutions 
as if we were not there. Each one had 
a mirror in which she observed herself 
as she threw hot and cold water on her 
handsome body. When they became more 
accustomed to our presence they came 
to us and helped us to bathe. They gig- 
gled as they covered us with rose water, 
combed our hair and gave us cool drinks. 
They exclaimed over our white bodies 
which contrasted so vividly with our 
brown faces and hands, They whispered 
into our ears seductive words which we 
could not, strictly speaking, understand. 


Napoleon's soldiers climbed up to the roof. 


but whose meaning transcended the bar- 
rier of language. 

And so — while Napoleon was making 
his wiumphant entry into Cairo — we, 
the advance guard, had fallen into a sort 
of Mohammedan Paradise provided 


with all the comforts and with 20 lovely 
houris to serve us, What a blessing to 
escape for an instant the noise, the dust, 
and the terrible heat of the sun! What 
a blessing to find all the fabled volup- 


tuousness of the Orient! 

Outside we could hear the steady 
sound of marching feet and the distant 
call of the bugle. We drank a toast to 
our less fortunate brothers-in-arms. 

I have never been so happy in my life. 
In the midst of my little harem, I. a 
simple sergeant, was overwhelmed with 
attentions, and it seemed to me I was 
having my reward for all the fatigue and 
privations I had suffered since I had 
left France. l at last true 
oriental bliss and the exotic women who 
had been haunting my dreams. 

"The five of us were more conquerors 
of Cairo than Napoleon because we had 
immediately become a part of the inti- 
mate life of the city. 

These women were probably the wives 
of wealthy men, and when they were in 
their bath, apparently no one had the 
right to disturb them, not even their 
husbands. Since they were in the habit 
of staying there all afternoon, we en- 
joyed their delicious company lor several 
hours; but when it became evident that 
the afternoon was coming to its end, 
they made us understand that somebody 
would come for them, and we were 
found there our throats would be cut. 

But how were we going to get out? 
The wall going up to the hole in the 
roof was slippery from condensed steam. 
Outside the bath house there were serv- 
ants on guard, and in case of trouble 
Napoleon would find out we had beer 
with these women, We remembered 
ordei 


Soldiers, 

The people among whom we aie 
going treat their women differently 
than do we; but in апу county а 
man wha outrages a woman is a 
monster, Any individual of the army 
who outrages a woman will be shot. 

— Bonaparte. 

While we were pondering this situa- 
tion, we never stopped embracing our 
sweet companions and sipping the last 
drops from our cups of happiness. 

The position was critical. and we 
would have been doomed had not one 
of the women thought of a strategy. At 


the moment when we had resigned our 
selves to the inevitable fate of having 
our throats slit or being shot, she placed 
herself against the wall just under the 
hole in the roof, thus becoming the base 
on which the women improvised the lib- 
erating device. On her strong shoulders 
climbed another nude woman, and on 
her shoulders the young one I had just 
been caressing finished making the love- 
liest ladder ever seen. 

Two of the men climbed to the roof, 
holding their shoes in their mouths. 
Then we passed up the guns and sabres. 
There were three of us left: Eugéne, 
Albert and me. 

It's your turn те," said Albert. 
When Eugene had climbed up two of 
the women, he "accidentally" slipped 
slowly down to the floor in order to re- 
commence the climb. 

We kept urging him оп. “Hurr! 
Eugène, it's getting late!” But he slipped 
to the floor again and sighed: “You go 
ahead. I am going to stay here. I don't 
care if I die!” 

Albert then took his turn. He was 
such a handsome fellow, the women 
kissed him all the way up. When hc 
reached the roof he had a change of 
heart and decided to return, but sud- 
denly there was no more ladder — the 
three women had jumped down and 
were dancing around with us! 

After a while, and after we had tasted 
a multiplicity of new and varied delights, 
the women, with tears in their eyes, 
made the ladder again. I turned to 
Eugéne. "We must put an end to this 
enchanting foolishness. You go up first, 
and | promise to follow right behind 
you.” 

Eugene quickly climbed the ladder, 
stopping for a short kiss at each level. 
I kept my promise and lingered only 
for а long kiss at the top. Albert and 
Eugène seized me and pulled me onto the 
roof, At that moment, however, we had 
another problem. The young woman 
the top of the ladder suddenly joined 
us and made gestures which indicated 
she wanted to go with mc. I shook my 
head, and she threw her arms around 
my neck, It was the most difficult de- 
cision I ever had to make, but finally 
I forced her to go back down into the 
room. 

We jumped from the roof and ran to 
find our battalion. e next we re- 
turned, but the roof was repaired and 
covered with strong iron bars. 

— Translated by Hobart Ryland 
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TIGHT LITTLE ISLAND 


"Mrs. Hathaway's gang"— the seneschal, 
who can be thought of as a president; 
the prevot, who can be thought of as a 
sheriff; the treasurer; and the greffier, 
who can be thought of only as a greffier 
— and there is a legislature, the Chief 
Pleas, but Mrs. Hathaway has a veto 
power. She herself is supported, in high 
style by an intolerable lot of feudal 
taxes taken from the 500 citizens of Sark, 
who can be thought of as vassals and 
serfs: a tithe on wheat, a tithe on cider, 
on lambs and on wool, a royalty on min- 
erals, a "rente" on property, a “tresi- 
eme" on property sales and a tax on 
chimneys, to be paid annually in live 
chickens. She has been called a dictator 
in the Chief Pleas. 

Mrs. Hathaways attitude toward this 
unparalleled deal of feudal power is a 
rather curious one, and can best be 
described by saying that she thinks it 
terribly quaint. She is, as I have said, 
a very proper, typical, suburban British 
lady, of the sort that sponsors musical 
evenings and literary teas in the United 
States, and when she is asked by stu- 
dents of medieval history or by other 
proper, typical, suburban British ladies, 
to tell them of some of the feudal laws 
under which she administers Sark, she 
invariably replies, firstly, that the Dame 
of Sark is the only one on the island 
permitted to keep a female dog and, 
secondly, that the Dame of Sark is the 
only one permitted to keep a pigeon. 
No one will deny, of course, that these 
particular laws are awfully quaint, even 
accruing to the well-being of the com- 
munity, but, which is also true, a coun- 
try can't hope to be adequately gov- 
erned nowadays by these two principles 
alone. They are, if anything, the be- 
ginning and not the end of a body of 
laws; yet, whoever inquires further of 
Mrs. Hathaway as to the Sarkese legal 
process, or who looks into them himself, 
will find that everything else is chaos. 
The laws of Sark are three and four 
hundred years old; they are written by 
hand, and often illegibly, in English, 
French and Anglo-French, the language 
of Medieval Normandy; and the senes- 
chal, who is not only Sark's president 
but its only judge, is kept in such a fine 
seat trying to understand them that he 
is known to blanch and get visibly agi- 
tated when a real lawyer is brought 
into his court. The seneschal, it would 
appear, cites most of the law off the top 
of his head, trying to bluff it out, a ju- 
dicial procedure that leads to such in- 
teresting courtroom exchanges as this, 
a tax case: 

THE SENESCHAL: Do you know on what 
your tax is based? 
MR. SUTC No. 
THE SENESCHAL: On one thousand two 
hundred pounds. Can you prove to the 


(continued from page 39) 


court that you haven't one thousand 
two hundred pounds? 

MR. SUTCLIFFE: The onus is on you, 
sir. Is it money in the bank, plant, or 
equipment? 

THE SENESCHAL: On capital. 

MR. SUTCLIFFE: Will. you define capital? 
THE SENESCHAL: Only capital. 

мй. surcLirFe: What capital do you re. 
fer to? This is quite absurd. 

THE SENESCHAL: I presume I can do as I 
please. I have every authority to sue you 
for contempt. 

The prospect of a man trying to prove 
how much money he doesn't have, and 
of a judge suing the defendant for con- 
tempt of court, does not, apparently, 
strike Mrs. Hathaway as an undesirable 
one, and, on her lecture tours in the 
United States where she is introduced 
at women's clubs as "Mrs. Sibyl Hath- 
away, the Dame of Sark," she is ever 
delighted to say that the laws of Sark 
haven't changed since 1565, but that 
"we wouldn't have it otherwise, for we 
believe that they serve our purpose and 
meet our needs." Meanwhile, at home, 
the laws of Sark have reached so hope- 
less a state that it's debatable if Mrs. 
Hathaway is the Dame of Sark; a great 
many Sarkese are sure that Mr. Michael 
Beaumont, of 5 Whitepost Hill, Red- 
hill, Surrey, England, is really supposed 
to be their feudal lord. 

Thus encumbered with a crazy 
body of law that only makes sense when 
applied to the disposition of dogs and 
pigeons, the island of Sark staggers 
through the 20th Century like a man 
in medieval armor and, like him, it 
causes a rather terrifying din and elec- 
trical display when it runs into the re- 
volving doors and high-tension wires 
of this modern age. Sark's collision 
with the electrical power lines of the 
20th Century is more than a metaphor; 
it really happened, in 1949, and it 
shows the rather slapdash mechanism 
of the Sarkese legal proces. Sark was 
without electricity until 1949, when 
Mr. Henry Head, a wry, stocky, enter- 
prising member of the Chief Pleas, pro- 
posed in that deliberative body to have 
the island electrified. Mrs, Hathaway 
said yes, the seneschal said no, and the 
greffier was so deaf that he didn't hear 
the vote, which consequently isn't 
known to this day; at this, Mrs. Hatha- 
way ordered the electricity company to 
put the poles up, the seneschal ordered 
it to take them down ("They make a 
heck of a noise when it blows," said the 
seneschal), and the greffier promised to 
get a hearing aid before the next legis- 
lative session. By now, as can well be 
imagined, the electric company was 
fit to be tied, and all was pandemonium 
when the Chief Pleas sat again. Mrs. 


Hathaway spoke first and was fast in- 
terrupted by a loud whistle. 

"I don't think that's funny at all!” 
said Mrs. Hathaway, bristling, but the 
greffer hurriedly explained that he 
hadn't gotten the hang of his hearing 
aid. This experience with the mani- 
festations of electricity was enough, ap- 
parently, to convince Mrs. Hathaway 
that the stuff couldn't be trusted for 
soon she was speaking against it. The 
seneschal helped matters not at all by 
recommending a vote of censure against 
Mr. Henry Head, who, it will be remem- 
bered, had started all the trouble, and 
the meeting ended amid unanimous cat- 
calls directed, for the most part, at Mr. 
Head. The electric company realized, 
by now, that it’s every man for himself 
in Sark; it put up the poles, electrified 
such theretofore inviolable places as 
Mrs. Hathaway's house and the Chief 
Pleas’ deliberative halls, and has been 
making a healthy, illegitimate profit 
ever since. Meanwhile, Mr. Head, hav- 
ing been censured, went angrily the next 
day into the greffer's office and began 
acquainting himself there with Sarkese 
law, an unprecedented and absolutely 
perilous thing to do on Sark and, when 
the Chief Pleas sat again, he trium- 
phantly told that astonished body that it 
was illegitimate, and that all its laws for 
the past quarter century were null and 
void. For almost a year after that, the 
а Pleas was thoroughly in a stew 
trying to legitimize itself — amending 
its constitution, carrying on clections, 
and writing desperate letters to. King 
George VI, in his capacity as Queen 
Elizabeth I's successor, all the time 
keeping Mr. Head at bay by charging 
him the equivalent of one dollar and 
five cents hourly to do any further re- 
search into the Sarkese law books. (Now- 
adays the members of the Chicf Pleas 
have to pay 35 cents hourly to read the 
law) When everything had been set 
aright, the Chief Pleas turned its atten- 
tion furiously to Mr. Head, elected him 
Constable of Sark and Colorado beetle 
inspector, and told him that under the 
provisions of feudal law a constable 
(and by extension, presumably, a Colo- 
rado beetle inspector) is required 10 
serve for two years and, without pay, as 
police chief, jail warden, district attor- 
ney, tax collector, harbor master, tru- 
ant officer, impounder of unauthorized 
bitches, and superintendent of public 
works, roads and sanitation. At that, 
Mr. Head turned purple again and 
swore that his first act as constable 
would be to jail every member of the 
Chief Pleas; but the unchartable ways 
of Sark are shown by the fact that the 
only such to be jailed, subsequently, was 
Mr. Henry Head himself, the constable. 

All of this had blown over by the time 

(continued on page 73) 
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SIREN IN SEARCH 


restless miss december is 


looking for that uncertain something 


ITHE AS A CAT, a satiny, black, unblink- 

ing cat, and restless as a cat, too, is 
lovely Linda Vargas. She stalks Chicago's 
foggy lakefront streets, wanders alone 
through the labyrinthine corridors of 
the Art Institute, sits by herself some- 
times in a club, listening to the muted 
wail of a trumpet as it weaves through 
her consciousness like a caress. 

Self-involved and unsatisfied, Linda 
scarches for a purpose and fulfillment 
that she herself cannot define. It is by 
choice, of course, that she spends much 
of her time alone, for Linda is beautiful 
and she knows how to please a man 
when she wishes. But most often she pre 
fers her own contemp 
and the search. 


А ү, 
Above, Linda pauses by bridge railing during а typi 
through the foggy night; below, she sips drink at piano bar at the 
Black Orchid, obli 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


The tong-shanked, ash-blonde Hollywood 
starlet was grappling, with the producer 
in his Laurel Canyon home for a full 
half-hour. Finally, with a supreme effort, 
she picked herself up off the couch, 
straightened her stockings, brushed the 
hair olf her forehead, looked him straight 
in the eye and said, “Flirt.” 


We know an honest, if henpecked, hus- 

nd who tells us that he really doesn't 
ind being in the doghouse as long as 
he can get his tail outside. 


Tsk, tsk,” said the unhappy executive, 
1 had to fire my new secretary today.” 
How come?” asked the friend. “No 
experi 

“None whatever,” the exec replied. 
“I told her to sit down for some di 
tion and she looked around for a chai, 


You beast. You anima 
young thing. "I'm go 
Never mind, 

k to my wile.” 


cried the 
back to Mother.” 
said the guy. “I'll go 


A friend of ours who travels by plane 

ood deal says that his pet peeve is 
the good-looking airline stewardess who 
straps him in his seat and then asks, “Is 
there anything you'd like? 


nice, the cute upstairs maid in the 
Johnson household, came to her mistress 
with a sad story to tell. Janice, it seemed, 
was going to have a baby — out of wed- 
lock — and she would have to quit. Mrs. 
Johnson, though stunned, came back 
with a game oller, for good servants are 
1 to find, and Janice was good. 
оши do no such thing, my dear,” 
she said. “You'll have your child here 
and we'll adopt it and raise it as our 
aped, and every- 


But the following year, it was the same 
story. Once a Mrs. Johnson insi: 
that the family adopt the child and 


Janice stay om. The third y a 
repeat. performance. 
When f. came to her for the 


fourth time, Mrs, Johnson shook he 
ide to side. "Janice, Janice," 


hatever are we to do with 


head from 
she said, 
you? 


to be done, madam, 
ce. "This time I'm truly 1 
ing. I refuse to work for such a 
family." 


тре 


The best way to approach a woman with 
a past is with a present. 


For 20 long and wonderful years," mused 
the gentleman at the bar, “my wife and 
1 were deliriously happy.’ 
“Then what happened?” asked the 
bartender. 
“Wo 


The incident took place on the boat 
deck of the 5.5. United States the first 
day at sea. A well stacked young morsel, 
out lor a stroll, bumped into an officer 
as both rounded a corner. They drew 
back, apologized, stepped forward, and 
bumped again. A third try produced the 
same results. This time the officer cour- 
teously tipped his cap and said, "Just 
once more, miss and then 1 really 
must go. 


Hey, wise gu 


promised you'd take me to Er 
1 said nothing of the sort.“ insisted 
her gentleman friend. "I merely com- 
mented that I was going to Tampa with 
you. 


Heard any good ones lately! Send your 
favorites (o Party Jokes Editor, rivnox, 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, IlL, and 
earn an easy five dollars for each joke 
used. In case of duplicates, payment goes 
lo first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“What sort of Christmas bonus, Mr. Worthingbeem?" 
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BARRACUDAS 


velvet. 
sr 
way." 

Gerald was grateful. He had not been 
able to stop thinking about the feeling 
of barracuda jaws ripping at his flesh 
Unseen and unheard it was on you like 
that and there was your arin in its cold 
sharp mouth, 

“It does look a little too dark,” he 
said, as casually as possible, as if 10 
minutes earlier he would have been 
eager for the dip. 

After dinner they sat up for a while 
drinking rum and listening to Al Banks 
tall stories of fishing and exploits of 
the sea. There was the time on a yaw! 
when he was caught by 60-mile winds 
that snapped his mast and swept him a 
hundred knots off his course. And the 
time he was alone in a dingy leaking 
faster than he could bail and a 12-foot 
shark came up alongside to wait for 
him and he got rid of the thing by 
reaching his leg over the side and kick- 
ing it right in the face. “I know it 
sounds like a fish story but Mister Shark 
took off and never came back again.” 

“And you weren't frightened, Al?" 
Madge had been watching him with 
what Gerald described to himself as 
llattering intensity. 

"Why be frightened? If you live on 
the sea [ figure she's gonna get you 
sooner or later. So you might as well 
have fun right up to the minute they 
deep six you. And that I have, Madge.” 

He had never used her name before 
and it sounded strangely inti- 
mate. "Everything 1 do is fun because 
I don't do nothin' I don't want to do. 
Maybe I do some things I shouldn't 
oughta do- things the missus would 
tan my hide for if she knew ——" He 
winked in a way that was winning 
enough to make Madge smile, though 
Gerald saw the gesture as overbearing 
and cheap. "Yes sir, what I always say 
is if you can't always be right have fun 
going wrong. Let every man do what 
he's man enough to do and if it hurts 
someone else that's his tough luck." 

The Skipper was feeling his rum. 
Gerald noticed for the first time how 
small his eyes were; the pupils had con. 
tracted until they were the size of gun- 
shot. Gerald didn't like the way Al 
Banks kept looking at Madge as he 
talked, It struck him — he was convinc- 
ing himself as he thought about it — as 
a look of frank appraisal, of open invi- 
tation. 

Around 10 o'clock Gerald began to 
feel drowsy. “Well, if the weather is 
with us we ought to pull out of here by 
dawn. What do you say we hit the 
sack? 

“I'm not sleepy yet" Madge said, 
“and it’s turning out to be a beautiful 


vater that was dead quiet now. 
k its getting pretty late any- 
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night. I think I'll have another ciga- 
rette." 

Gerald felt awkward. He wasn't sure 
whether he should turn in alone or sit 
it out with Madge and the Skipper. 
After a few minutes of forced conver- 
sation, he went below. Madge came 
down more than half an hour later. He 
had looked forward to this, hopefully, 
as a romantic night on the water, as a 
special adventure for them, and now it 
was spoiled. This was more like the 
tension they had had before they left 
Westport. For no objective reason and 
almost without any exchange of words, 
a gulf would cut between them. Gerald 
made a furtive move toward her, at 
once appeasing and possessive, and she 
turned toward the edge of the bunk 
until her back made a wall against him. 

He said something to her, almost in 
a whisper, and she said no, she was 
too tired. 

"You weren't too tired to stay up on 
deck for an hour." 

"Gerald, please, if you mean what 
I'm afraid you mean ——" 

“I don't mean anything. I just won- 
dered.” 

“Just wondered what I was doing up 
there with him for 25 minutes.” 

"You don't have to put it that way.” 

“Oh yes I do. I have to put it exactly 
that way. I could see the looks. I could 
feel the righteous suspicion. For God's 
sake, Gerald, I hardly know the man. 
If 1 was the sort of woman who —" 

Finding herself caught up in the 
clichés of domestic strife, defending her- 
self where there was no act, no case 
that needed defending, she lapsed into 
a resentful silence, first pretending 
sleep and then with healthy insensitiv- 
ity actually slipping off into a deep, 
restful slumber. Gerald Millinder lay 
awake with his nerves and his fears, 
wondering if this was how a marriage 
dissolves, worrying about his children 
and the moncy-making changes that 
would weaken his book and the man 
from Minneapolis who had left his arm 
in the hungry jaw of the 30pound 
barracuda. 


When they moved out of the lagoon 
at dawn the sea was almost as quiet out- 
side the atoll as within. 

“We'll catch fish this morning,” Al 
Banks called to them. 

But after trolling for nearly an hour 
all they had were some barracuda, 
around five pounds apiece. Al would 
lower them into the fish box with thc 
hook still in their mouths and slam the 
lid down on their heads to hold them 
so as to get the hook out without tak- 
ing a chance of their catching him with 
their sharp teeth. 

"Nasty things" Madge said. 


"] call 'em the rats of the sea," AI 
Banks told her as he threw back a dead 
one. 

"But you stil don't think they'd 
bother us?" Gerald said. 

The Skipper shrugged. "Like rats. If 
they're cornered or hungry. But around 
here there's plenty of small stuff for 
them. From sardine to shrimp. They 
ought to be satisfied." 

"Before I took any chances with them 
I'd want to know for sure,” Gerald 
said. “I'd just as soon not serve myself 
up as an extra little snack for some glut- 
tonous barracuda.” 

“What do you want to bet you could 
swim completely around this boat right 
now,” Al Banks said, “and come out 
the same way you went in?” 

“Thank you. no——" Gerald started 
to say, and then his rod dipped sud- 
denly under pressure of a solid strike 
and he had to attend to business. As 
he reeled it toward the boat they could 
sce it was another barracuda. “Just an- 
other small one," Gerald was saying 
and then something hard hit his line 
and the line went slack. All he pulled 
in was the head of a barracuda. The 
body had been severed as cleanly as if 
a fishmonger had whacked it off with 
a sharp cleaver. The decapitated head 
was still alive. 

“Ugh,” Madge said. 

“Another scooter went for him," Al 
Banks explained. “They'll do that some- 
time: 

"Nice fellers,“ Gerald said. 

They cruised north for a few miles 
and then turned west for another half- 
hour. Except for one small bonito. it 
was the same story. 

"Looks like barracuda day," Al Banks 
said. His business was to find game fish 
and he always felt increasingly fidgety 
and mean when this kind of fishing 
went on too long. 

Finally, after Madge had pulled in 
another scooter she said, "Why don't 
we go in toward shore again and do 
some bottom fishing? We can catch 
some grouper and yellowtail. At least 
we'll have fresh fish for lunch." 

AI Banks despised bottom fishing and 
he never ate fish when he could help 
it, but it was their 50 bucks. He worked 
in toward shore and fussed about until 
he found a good place to drop anchor. 

Gerald didn't feel like fishing on the 
bottom for small stuff. He wanted ac- 
tion, sport, heroics, the things he had 
been missing all his life with his nose 
to the typewriter. But there wasn't any- 
thing else to do and he'd just get more 
restless watching Madge and thinking 
too much, so he dropped a line over 
too. 
They caught a couple of fair-sized 
grouper and some grunts. The Skipper's 
silence as he handled the fish for them 
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THE LITTLE WORLD OF HARVEY KURTZMAN 


a gallant band of amiable oddballs creates a hip and hopped-up humor 


DAVIS BY DAVIS 


A SELDOM-SMiLING, slow-talking fellow in his early thirties is the ſountainlicad 
whence gushes some of America's freshest and most frantic humor. His name 
is Harvey Kurtzman and he has been described by Roger Price thus: "He is 
five feet six inches tall and has a physique that is just barely noticeable and a 
long expression. In fact, Harvey looks like a beagle who is too polite to mention 
that someone is standing on his tail. This beagleishness has certain compensa- 
tions — he is never ordered off the grass in Central Park and pretty girls stop 
on the street to scratch him behind the ears.“ He was the creator, editor, and 
chief writer of the satirical magazines Mad and Trump, and is now the creator, 
editor, and chief writer of the satirical magazine Humbug. He is the star of the 
first magnitude around which revolve the teeming (continued on page 70) 


article BY ROLF MALCOLM 


Ad FUTT 


Lampconing с Norman Rockwell Saturday Evening Post cover, Will Elder depicls "А Visi 
Grandma's," with the old folks beaming as the kids feed small animals ta a flesh-eating 
plant. Surraunding the Post parody are self-caricatures af key Kurtzman cartoonists. 


Woop BY WOOD 
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KURTZMAN ON NEWSPAPER FEATURES 


JUST Look Ar THE MOVES THEY Y“... NO HARD | | 


The "growing" talent of one beloved cartaon character was joshed thus when "Skizziks" caught up, sizewise, with his sweetheart. 
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PLEASE, MISS! HOW 
CAN T DRILL AND FILL 
IF YOU 


ў. COULD FILL 
ЖАН EMPTY 


ROCK STEELTIMBER 


Tre HUMAN PRCUSMON 


GUNG GOHOME, Hindu Ascetle, WALKED 
тна sh 

тесна НОТ geaen in e Tem — 

4 о puniat sel 


тату to help wife who was sewi 
iy о hel Who wa: 
TaN Ma nected авн 


GALUSHA 15 HAND FATHER ZANE 15 
STANDING UPON 1 


Bman 7 


Credulity was strained in o well-known manner via this ribbing of Ripley. 


PLAYBOY 


А 
сҮ 


If a magazine wants to show you how We'd like to see for a change one of 


KURTZMAN ON FOOD to boil water, here's how they do it. those faultless photographs of faultless 


And then we would like to see one of those maddening, mouthwatering meals which are always cooked to absolute 


“Magazines are getting very fancy with their food phatagraphs," declared Kurtzman, suggesting photos he'd like to see “for a change.” 


dishes, tableware and backgrounds We'd like to see for another change one of those faultless photographs of 
with maybe one fault. dishes, tableware and backgrounds using real dishes and real tableware. 


perfection, cooked very imperfectly. As for the type photograph where the table is set so artistically, we'd 
like to see it set like breakfast in the kitchen back home. 


Bugs, can apeners, burnt faad, wilted lettuce and bare feet found their way into this lush, full-calar photoparady af elegant eating. 


ROMAN LCE ITALIAN ReALISM 


YOUNG BOSS: Why, Miss Chester! You're . .. BEAUTIFULL FATHER: I lost my job . . . and somebody stole my bike. 


FIGHT GAME UNDERWATER PICTURE 


PROMOTER: Handy mitts, eh kid! 


fight for dough? EVERYBODY: Blubble glubble. 


From a spread of “Movie Scenes You Must Have Seen,” drawn by Arnold Roth, come these examples of tried-and-true cinemotic situations. 


Ahab! He left his brid: E LS ids Mark. Twain's 
û rendezvous with the only ono 


peo Пако desires could match his own... 


HE WAS 
INSATIABLE’ 


TRAPPED IN A CAVE TOGETHER 


“More”, he begged, More“ THEY FOUND STRANGE EXCITEMENTS 


Though literary classics are now іп poperback, they must compete with sexy best-sellers. Here, Kurtzman gives "the better books" a break. 


KURTZMAN ON SUNDRIES 


BOMBASTIC 


School of Art. 
Est. 1921 
Learn to paint naked 
irls right in class. 
aculty of leading 
artists includes naked 
girls right in class. 
Accomplish still life, 
landscape, etc, with 


inter- | 
l | 
mingle 
Boarding School 5 
Rich parents: The clean, safe way 
to rid yourself of your children, 


leaving you free to marry whenever 
and whomever you please. Your 


Typical Stu- Children's names sent 10 you peri- 
dent Work „ht in f сау lest you forget IPE 
ad PE Top-O"-Pike's Peak, Colorado. 


Naked Girle 
€ 


in "back-to- issue, Kurtzman ron ad paradies. An “Institute af Dietetics” 
taught planning of "papular large-quontity meals with emphasis on pizza, pop- 
sicles, ete." and “fee-splitting with physicians.” Below, manufacturers’ claim thot 
planned obsolescence is necessary to the prosperity af cur economy is spoofed. 
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Matchstick soaked in fireprool- 
ing liquid goes out quickly. 


Shoelace is woven with weak 
spot integrated into design, 
which does not arouse suspicion. 


Actually KL-22 is a chemical that causes the bar to 
evaporate when not in use. Pencil has lead only at 
the very tip and wears out wonderfully fast. 


As part of a hunting lampoon, Kurtzman mounted a movie camera onto о gun" to 
give his readers “о reol gun's-eye view." Below, the gun-comera in асап and 
о "real gun's-eye view" of the hunter recorded "on 6,733 feet of film before he 
turned camera around.” At right, two further examples cf gun-camera in action. 
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PLAYBOY 


KURTZMAN ON ADVERTISING 


I CLIMBED A MT. 


“MT. EVEREADY WAS THERE” writes 
Sir Dillery, our American friend, “and we 
were here inour climbing suit, boots, 
gloves, hood, goggles, nose protector and 
oxygen mask. Col. Winken was here, Dr, 
Blinken was here, Maj. Nod was here, 
Sherpa Tzimzing was here—wait a min- 
ше! Imagine our surprise when we looked 
under his climbing suit, boots, gloves, 
hood, goggles, nose protector and oxy- 
gen mask and discovered Sherpa Tzimzing 
wasn't herel The rascal chickened outl 


“HOWEVER, MT. EVEREADY—itwas “WE WERE DEAF to reason, heedless of dan- 
there. And that is why we leaped with a егіп oureagerness to climb Mt. Eveready because 
shout, through the col, up the precipice, it was there. Imagine our surprise when we stepped 
over the crevasse and into the fog bank.” out of the fog bank and found it wasn’t there.” 


"It slowly dawned on me that this was not a mountain climbing article for 
Sporty Illustrations, but merely one of those advertisements for Canada 
Club Whiskey. The disappointment of the whole adventure soon faded, how- 
ever, since after my fifth glass of Canada Club, I found I had gotten much 
higher than Mt. Eveready. Next year I shall go over Niagara Falls in a bar- 
rel.—" WhyP" you ask, Because it ia there, And I think I shall go up current. 


GO TO YOUR LIQUOR STORE AND oen Y 


WHY? YOU ASK - BECAUSE IT 15 THERE 


“AFTER A QUICK TRIP down we re- 
turned to the Sherpa village where our host, 
the chief, invited us to a feast of curled Yak 
fat, pickled Llame lips, and Canada Clob.” 


The American ad has been a continuing source of satire far Kurtzmon, Few have escaped his devastating brand af mockery. The abave ad 
far "Canada Club" locks perfectly on the level to the casual observer, is revealed as a parady only upon closer examination and reading. 


Other Kurtzman ad take-offs include a devastating "Beer Belong Enjoy Itl page 
the kids, the dog, the baby, the parrot and the goldfish in their beer-filled bowl, 
ing, "When I'm eating Jell-y | wish 1 were a human being, because apes don't eat Jell. 
boo shoot or insects. Jell-yl. . . Yarrghl" A burlesque of Band-Aid Plastic Strips claimed, 


Everything brightens up with 
brisk LIPTONE TEA 


эт DORS WONDERFUL THINGS FOR YOU, Mast 
туи lated Gets at rr da 
CV 
(eke tanker end you nm e far td pst ae ро dd qoum 
‘al you Tacs nc rt rum ding 

“TREAT YOUR FAMILY OFTEN б iis Lipina te Tes. Hal! 
Wege i ted ver интен poe T i 


-a 


So faithfully do Kurtzman's artists duplicate the appearance of the original ads that when he accepts actual advertising, 
'OK now, all kidding aside, these are real advertisementslll" 


he is forced to accampany it with prominent notices readin, 


ind an ad for “Jell-y' 


Beautiful Hair 


K 


A NAME WIDESPREAD BECAUSE MAINLY 
їз TOO MUCH SPACING BETWEEN LETTERS 


being enjoyed by Dad, Mom, grandparents, 
featuring an unhappy cpe say- 
, ‘specially with spoons. Apes eat jaints of bam- 
"Na other bandage sticks to dry eggs so well." 


PLAYBOY 


some questions and answers on our fourth anniversary 


FOR MANY MONTHS before "The Mike Wallace 
Interview" appeared on network TV, Wallace 
conducted his show for a strictly New York 
audience. It became, in that period, the 
most popular program in the city, with a 
reputation for rough-timing its inter- 
viewees that has been softened somewhat 
Since going national. (0n one of those 
early shows, Mary Margeret McBride, when 
pressed on why she has never married, con- 
fessed: "I have never found the right man, 
but 1 contemplated having a baby with an 
Italian I was in love with.") During that 
period, PLAYBOY publisher Hugh M. Hefner 
appeared on the program. Before the in- 
terview, Mike remarked, "You have a good 
magazine, but I'm not going to say so on 
the air," and then explained that the pre- 
vious guest had not been very "controver- 
sial," so he intended asking unusually 
pointed questions. Afterwards, in his 
syndicated TV column, John Crosby ob- 
jected to what seemed to be unfair preju- 
dice on Wallace's part and Wallace said 
it was one of the few times when his re- 


Search had been inadequate, "forcing him 
to hammer away at a few points in hand 
which sounded unfair." Nevertheless, 
Wallace's "pointed" questions gave Hef- 
ner an opportunity to explain a good deal 
about PLAYBOY and we thought readers might 
be interested in this edited version of 
the interview on the magazine's Fourth 
Anniversary. 


WALLACE: Good evening, I'm Mike Wallace. 

Tonight our guest is the 30-year-old 
brain behind the hottest property in the 
publishing world. He's Hugh Hefner, edi- 
tor and publisher of PLAYBOY Magazine. 
By occupation, he's an expert on Ameri- 
can women. We'll ask Hugh what he thinks 
of the American girl -- and we'll try to 
find out why he really did start PLAYBOY 
and whether or not it is just a smutty 
book. 

A little under four years ago, a junior 
copywriter in Esquire Magazine's promo- 
tion department quit in а huff after he 


MIKE 
WALLACE 


eras 


was refused a five dollar raise. And that 
refusal turned out to be one of the worst 
decisions ever made at Esquire, because 
the name of that copywriter was Hugh Hef- 
ner. He is now the editor and publisher 
of PLAYBOY Magazine, which claims to have 
pushed Esquire right out of first place as 


the magazine for American men. Just how 
did Hugh Hefner start PLAYBOY -- what 
kind of a magazine is it -- what kind of a 
man is Hugh Hefner? Stay tuned and we'll 
turn to the man himself. 


Hugh -- Time Magazine, September 24, 
1956, describes PLAYBOY as "oversexed." 
We checked this month's issue and found 
twenty pictures of girls in various stages 
of undress. Now, sir, what is your con- 
ception of the editorial policy of your 
magazine, PLAYBOY? 


HEFNER: We're trying to make it the best 
magazine in America for the young urban 
man, Mike. And if it seems "oversexed," 


INTERVIEWS 
PLAYBOY 


I think it's because it is in rather sharp 
contrast to the so-called general inter- 
est or family-type publications. Most of 
the magazines usually included in this 
classification are pretty female ori- 
ented. We recognized when we began PLAY- 
BOY that our audience was going to be 
specialized -- literate, urban and adult 
male -- and we recognized that we couldn't 
produce a publication for this audience 
that would also be suited in all ways to 
Mom and the kiddies. It wouldn't be an 
honest job of editing if it were. 


WALLACE: Literate, urban and adult. 
Would you justify your use of the word 
literate? Let's take your current issue, 
which I have here in front of me. In what 
sense do you feel that it's a literate 
magazine? 


HEFNER: With this issue and, I think, 
with all of them, we're aiming at an audi- 
(continued on page 82) 
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MANIPULATORS (continued from page 38) 


the caution. It seems that women, espe- 
cially in the suburbs, now buy a very 
large portion of all gasoline purchased. 
Researchers found that a great many 
women would resist, unconsciously, tak- 
ing the hose and inserting it in the 
opening of their gas tank. 

Now that women are invading this 
man's world inore and more, The 
Manipulators discovered many males 
seem to respond with special enthusiasm 
to products they can still call their own. 
One is the cigar: women, Anne Baxter 
notwithstanding, still haven't tried to 
take up stogie-smoking. Cigar sales re- 
cently have reached the highest level in 
a quarter century. 

The cigar intrigued the MR men be- 
cause it is an example of pure masculine 
imagery. It is commonly associated with 
fight managers, construction bosses, 
gangsters. When men get together at 
exclusively male functions, many who 
normally smoke cigarettes light up 
cigars. 

One prominent ad exec who became 
tantalized by the cigar's symbol poten- 
s was Edward Weiss of Chicago. 
His interest was aroused when a cigar 
campaign that pictured a beaming lady 
passing cigars out to a group of men 
ran aground. He ordered a psychiatric 
study. It concluded the ad was dead 
wrong because one of the big sat 
tions men get out of cigarsmoking is 
the knowledge that many women find 
Cigarsmoking in their presence objec- 
tionable and ungentlemanly. The male 
smokes the cigar in their presence to 
show he is still untamed. When a malc 

i: ering asks ladies if they 
moking his cigar, Weiss 
says, the male is being something less 
than genuinely concerned. He is in 
fact proclaiming his refusal to be se: 
ally muted. As Mr. Weiss explained ii 
“He knows darned well he is going to 
stink up the room.” 

Whiskers are one symbol of mani 
ness women couldn't affect even if they 
wanted to; and so the morning stubble 
has quietly risen in esteem with male 
possessors. Shrewd shavecream makers 
have begun stressing the toughness of 
beards. A pychiatricaliy oriented New 
York ad agency asked a sampling of 
males how many of them would be in- 
terested in a new miracle cream (ap- 
rently mythical) which in three appli 
ons would rid them of their beard 
forever. Almost unanimously the men 
1 they wouldn't be interested. 

Another technique ol persuasion-in- 
depth that has become popular is to 
beam messages at specific social classes. 
Most Americans like to believe that they 
believe they are progressing toward a 
totally democratic society. The Manipu- 
lators know better and have the popu- 


lace all charted by layers, from upper- 
upper down to lower-lower. 

Social Research, which has pioneered 

the layer approach to marketing, tells 
the story of a young son of an Italian 
immigrant. While living among his kins- 
folk he learned to turn for his bottled 
uplift to red wine. Later, when he 
went to work in logging camps, he de- 
veloped contempt for red wine and 
learned to favor beer. Still later, when 
he got to a white collar job as a junior 
executive in Detroit, he spurned beer 
in favor of whiskey. The final turn 
came when he became quite successful 
and secure as an executive — and re- 
turned to drinking primarily plain red 
wine. At that station in it was a 
completely appropriate and even so- 
ated thing to do. 
A Chicago beer that developed so- 
ons came down with some 
interesting complications. One of the 
y's leading brews, its popularity had 
been confined largely to the boys in the 
taverns until its makers set out to push 
it into the better homes. They illus- 
trated their ambition by showing the 
beer being sipped Бу socialites, fox hunt- 
ers and concert pianists. Some slight 
improvement in sales was noted in the 
better areas of town: but sales dropped 
disastrously in the taverns. Social Re- 
rch, in a subsequent study of beer 
and social concluded that beer 
drinking in America is an inlormal, 
predominantly middle-class custom and 
that upper class people should be shown 
drinking it only when they are at their 
most informal and demonstrating what 
good fellows they are. 

Perhaps the niftiest device of The 
Manipulators is what they call "psy- 
chological obsolescence." This follows 
a one-two pattern. First you create style 
consciousness for a product: then you 
switch styles. It was pioneered of course 
in female fashions and in car design, 
However, it soon spread to the sale of 
such things as refrigerators, vacuum 
cleaners, telephones and — most inter- 
esting of all — men's clothing. A multi- 
million dollar campaign was launched to 
shake men out of their lethargy and 
make them style-respe 

From the style manipulators stand- 
point, men have always been far too 
timid and conservative about their ap- 
parel. They are satisfied to wear a suit 
they like, Ivy L 
after year. If they are n 
spend far less on clothing than their 
wives, cven though they are out in the 
world more, making an impression. As 
Mr. Martineau complained: The 
American male has never been com- 
pletely sold on the concept of style in 
clothing." He urged that the male be 
made aware that “something exciting is 


going on.” The men's clothing industry 
hired expert persuaders and raised a 
$2,000,000 war chest “to force the aver- 
age man out of a drab routine of stereo- 
typed garb into a seasonal, volatile. 
style-conscious class" Опе major hat 
naker devised the cheering message: 
Every hat you own just went out of 
style!” 

One big lever the doctors discovered 
for prodding males into the пе en. 
sonal, volatile, style conscious scheme of 
things was Woman. As Mr. Martineau 
explained, girlfriends, secretaries, wives 
and mothers "can do a tremendous job 
of exerting pressure on a man to make 
him dress right. 

Another technique is that of rooting 
out hidden resistances to products and 
then charting a “rediscovery” of the 
product with the buried stigma removed. 

When male smokers began worrying 
about the health zard of cigarette 
smoking, the makers of cigarette holders 
thought they saw a chance to recruit mil. 
lions of new customers. They moved in, 
but with disappointing results. There 
was a strong undercurrent of resistance 
to the idea. Depth probers for the m- 
stitute for Motivational Research at- 
tributed the resistance to the fact many 
men felt that only sissies and women 
used holders, Another interesting dis- 
covery was that many of the older, more 
prosperous men — the natural targets for 
a holder campaign — still held a grudge 
against the holder because they associ- 
ated it, deep in their memories, with 
an ex-President of the U.S. The memory 
of “That man!" — with his holder 
clenched jauntily in his mouth — still 
raised many a hackle. The Institute 
helped guide the client past these re- 
istances by designing a short, stubby 
holder in masculine browns and blacks 
that hardly looked like a holder at all; 
and users were shown in such he-man 
watching baseball games. 

‘Tire makers have had another sort 
of boobytrap to harass them, the depth 
doctors found. [t seems that most of us 
first become aware of the brand name of 
the tire on our car at the worst possible 
moment: when we've just had a blow- 
out. Feeling dismayed and irritated, we 
squat down to inspect the faithless tire, 
and for the first time the brand name 
s seared in our memory. The research- 
ers urged tire makers to counsel car 
owners to make periodic inspections of 
their tires, ostensibly to check on their 
condition, but actually just to impress 
the brand name upon the motorists at 

happier times. 

Many car owners, in thinking of their 
cars almost as an extension of them- 
selves, resent any unappreciative han. 
dling it gets or any-unflattering remarks 
made about it, regardless of how used 
and forlorn it may look. One MR coun- 

(concluded on page 87) 


spectators and sportsmen, indoors and out 


Top row: British Seagull outboard weighs 29 Ibs, delivers 244 horsepower, needs 
little or no servicing, is sure-starting, rugged and gadget-free, $140. Second row: 
fiber-glass Water Scooter seats two comfortably, inboard powered for speeds to 
8 mph, $425. Philco Trans-World 7 band, 9 transistor portable short-wave, weighs 
20 lbs, powered by 6 flashlight batteries, $225. Third row: Wittnauer Cine-Twin 
8mm movie camera converts into its own projector in 30 seconds flai—everything 
needed to convert from camera (powered by 3 flashlight batteries) to projector 
(electric) is completely built-in, self-contained and ready for instant use, with 
case and 2 lenses, $159.50. Bell & Howell Monterey DeLuxe 8mm projector, with 
reverse and still picture controls, in self-contained case, $99.95; B&H 8mm camera 
with electric eye that adjusts to changing light automatically, with lens and 
case, $169.95; Voigtlander Vitessa T 35mm camera with built-in exposure meter, 
rangefinder and f/2.8 lens, $154.50. Bottom row: modern Swedish chessmen with 
inlaid wood board, $64.50, С.Е. 17" portable TV, compact, trouble-free, $169.95. 


ALONE WITH LISA 


a visit with a playmate too shy to become a star 


V. MAY BE DIFFICULT to believe, but the 

girl pictured so personally on these 
pages is extremely shy. So shy, in fact, 
that she has been spectacularly unsuccess- 
ful at making a career for herself in the 
wilds of Hollywood. 

These intimate photographs of Lisa 
preparing for bath and bed were taken 
by Bunny Yeager, and Bunny is a wom- 
an. Lisa will not pose for a male pliotog- 
rapher and before Bunny discovered her 
waiting for a bus on a downtown Miami 
street corner, Lisa Winters had never 
posed for anyone. Bunny submitted her 


picture to PLAYBOY and it would be quite 
accurate to state that this magazine's 
rather jaded editors flipped. 

So did our readers. Lisa first appeared 
in these pages a year ago this month, 
splashing prettily about a Florida pool 
sans bathing suit, and the letters that 
poured in left no doubt that she was the 
most popular Playmate published to 
date. She received an immediate offer 
of S500 for a single TV appearance in 
New York, but there seemed to be some 
unusual strings attached to the proposi- 
tion, so she turned it down. She did ap- 


pear on the Tex McCrary show without 
pay, however, and so charmed the radio- 
TV personality that he invited her back 
for a second appearance the next day 
and had his associate NBC newscaster 
concocting poetry for her on the air. 
She also received movie offers from four 
major studios. 

It may seem strange, but Lisa wasn't 
sure she wanted to be in motion pictures 
(actually, she is so sensitive, so afraid of 
failure and of not being liked, that she 
wasn't sure she would be able to do what 
might be expected of a movie actress). 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY BUNNY YEAGER 


pictorial 


ALONE WITH LISA ona from preceding page) 


so she declined. But this past summer, 
with some prodding from her family, she 
went to visit friends in California. There 
she remained in relative seclusion for 
several weeks till an independent talent 
scout spotted her. He won her confi- 
dence and on the following afternoon. 
took her for a routine tour of one of the 
major studios. Over coffee afterwards. he 
told her quite bluntly that he could put 
her in contact with the most important 
men in Hollywood and get her far better 
offers than those tendered half a year 
before, but if he did this for her, she 
would have to sleep with him. Lisa went 
home. cried, and withdrew still further 
inside herself. 

Lisa Winters has a more perfectly pro- 
portioned figure than any of Holly- 
wood's current cinema sirens; she has a 
face both sweet and charm: 
an engaging personality, too, but 
hidden behind a wall that insecu 
lack of self-confidence have bui 
while а full half-dozen Playmates of the 
past have been given screen contracts 
and one has become a full-fledged star. 
Lisa remains alone and undiscovered. 
sull living with family friends on the 
outskirts of Hollywood. And no one 
knows she is there. 
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fiction By GERALD KERSH 


ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN JURGENS 


SOMETHING ON HIS MIND 


not wine nor women could ever bring peace to the haunted stranger 


“you-—" said the innkeeper and then 
stopped. He had been about to say: 
"You have had a rough time of it.” The 
newcomer had the air of a man who has 
been badly beaten, His cheeks were 
mottled so that they might have been 
bruised. Under each eye hung a black 
pouch, and his lips were swollen. Fur- 
thermore, the man had a wild, hunted 
look and his tired eyelids, struggling 
against the heavy hand of sleep, blinked 
rapidly as he glanced from side to side. 

“Well?” he said. “What?” There was 
a hoarse savagery in his voice which the 
innkeeper did not like. 

"I was going to say.” said the inn- 
keeper, “you are welcome.” 

The innkeeper looked away from the 
stranger's face, and smiled. The man 
was flipping a large silver coin in the 
air and catching it as it fell. In the 
gloom of the tavern you could have seen 
the flash of the innkeeper's eyes as they 
followed the flight of the picce of 
money. 

"Winc?" he said. 

"Strong wine." 

The innkeeper bowed. 

“Have one yourself,” said the stran- 
ger. He looked about him. There was 
only one other customer — a silent, eld- 
erly man with a broken nose. “You too." 

“I don't mind if 1 do," said the inn- 
keeper. 

“You're very kind,” said the other 
man. 

The stranger nodded and drank. 

“My Lord," said the ii серег. “Your 
hand!" 

“What about iny hand?" 

"You have biuen iu" 

The stranger blinked at his left fist. 
From a ring of blue marks, reluctant 
drops of blood slowly oozed. He said: 


What's that?" 

"Nothing, sir. Only for a moment you 
started me, biting your hand like that.” 

"For God's sake shut up and get some 
more wine!" 

"Two more men came in — one fat, the 
other thin. They saw the stranger and 
there was something about him that 
stopped the casual trickle of their con- 
versation. The fat one glanced at the 
innkeeper, who winked and nodded. 
“Your Honor, shall I give these gentle- 
men a drink too?” 

The stranger stopped spinning the 
coin and hurled it across the counter. 
Bowing to the ground, the innkeeper 
murmured: "May you live a thousand 
years, my lord.” 

Silence came again. "Your health, 
honored sir,” said the fat man. "Have 
you come far?" 

"Yes," said the stranger. 

“From... r 

The stranger raised his eyes, and 
there was such utter desperation in that 
glance that the fat man gulped his drink 
and said no more. The thin man tried 
to make conversation. "Plenty of ex- 
citement in town these days,” he said. 
“Hear the latest? Riots. It scems there 
was — 

“For God's sake!” said the stranger. 
in a queer, high voice. "Is there no 
musician here? Does nobody play? Does 
nobody dance? Does nobody sing? Is 
there nothing in this stinking, dirty, 
filthy city that... Are there no women? 
‘Then for the love of God bring me 
morc winel" The stranger produced 
another silver piece, which he flipped 
ncrvous intensity but 
‘Curse you, hurry!" The 
innkeeper spilled dark puddles of pun- 
gent wine in his haste, and set out more 


cups. 

“Long life,” said the fat man. 

The stranger laughed and drank. The 
innkeeper whistled. The thin man 
coughed. Nobody liked the sound of 
that laughter. Well?“ said the stran- 
ger. "Isn't anybody saying anything? 
Haven't you got any tongues? Are you 
struck deaf and dumb and paralyzed? 
God damn you — talk!” 

Its а hot day,” said the innkeeper. 

“Getting dark,” said the man with a 
broken nose. 

“Looks like a storm,” said the thin 
man. 

"The fat man cleared his throat and 
said: "Yesterday I heard a good joke, 
but I seem to have forgotten it.” 

“More drinks,” said the stranger. 

“Steady.” said the fat man. "I've got 
work to do. How's business?" he asked 
ol the innkeeper. 

"How's what? Business, did you say? 
What business? Don't make me laugh. 
Business! I can't pay my way any more. 
Taxes here, taxes there . .. And then 
, I'm at the wrong end of town. 
dead." 

“It's slack everywhere," said the fat 
man. Addressing the stranger, he added: 
"Don't you find it so?" 

“Don't I find what so?” 


Outside, the quiet street lay, salt 
white in the blinding daylight. A shad- 
ow fell over the threshold. Two women 
were coming in followed by some men. 
The innkeeper winked and made a 
gesture, upon which the women smiled 
and sat at the strangers table. He 
looked at them gloomily. One of the 
women was young and beautiful. The 

(concluded on page 78) 


"For God's sake!" he cried. "Does nobody play or dance or sing here?" 
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KURTZMAN 


planets Will Elder, Jack Davis, Wallace 
Wood, Al Jaltee and Arnold Roth, car- 
toonists and/or writers all. 

The brand of parody purveyed by 
Kurtzman and Co. is largely pictorial: 
it achieves its effects by means of deft 
draftsmanship that caricatures just about 
every facet of our society. An issue of 
Humbug might include potshots at 
American highways, tranquilizers, vaca- 
tion time, popular movies and TV 
shows, and even The Great American 
Breakfast Food Box: “. . . No longer 
a conti but a medium of com- 
munication; in fact, a publication“ 
which includes condensed classics, comic 
strips, a cutout for 2 Real Shooting 
Cannon, and a Real Deed to One Mile 
of Texas ("one mile long by one six- 
teenth of an inch wide"). 

Kurtzman's crazy career began in the 
comic book field and many of his best 
satires have been of famous comic strips 
by other people, as he turned Prince 
Valiant into Prince Violent, with the 
Princes “singing sword" rendering 
popular tunes of the day; Pogo into 
Gopo Gossum, with the familiar swamp 
characters complaining that the borders 
of their panels "ain't even draw'd with 
a ruler”; Lil Abner into L'i Ab'r, 
wherein the homespun hero of Al Capp 
is transformed into a greedy oppor- 
tunist continually creating Shmoo-type 
animals that will sell big in toy stores. 
“The drawings,” in the words of The 
Kingsport (Tennessee) Times-News’ Bill 
Freehoff, “are almost exact duplicates 
of the originals, except that the women 
characters have been rendered even 
more womanly.” This is true even of 
Litle Orphan Melvin (a girl, inci- 
dentally, despite the name), who an- 
swers the question “How come you call 
Daddy Peacebucks "Daddy?" by saying, 
"Ive been around a long time and a 
girl doesn't get any younger, you know. 
But my public wants me as the child 
they always remember, with those ri- 
diculous cotton stockings, that fantastic 
hairdo and my eyeballs turned up so's 
only the whites show." Divesting her- 
self of these childish accoutrements, she 
stands revealed, in the last panel, as a 
burgeoning blonde beauty who de- 
mands, So what's wrong with me call- 
ing him Daddy Peacebucks?" Of this 
metamorphosis, Robert Warshow, wri 
ing in Commentary magazine, said, 
had some difficulty in explaining that 
joke to my 11-year-old son.” 

Any given issue of a Kurtzman maga- 
zine may be hard to spot on news- 
stands because Kurtzman makes sure his 
covers resemble everything else under 
the sun: a schoolboys composition 
book, a Picasso abstraction, even other 
magazines such as Time, Life and sober- 


(continued from page 51) 


sided New Republic/The Nation. ype 
publications. ("This special issue is de- 
signed for people ashamed to read this 
in subways and like that! Cover design 
makes people think you are reading 
high-class intellectual stuff instead of 
miserable junk.") 

Behind the intricate excellences of 
the artists’ pens is Kurtzman, who 
writes most of the scripts and person- 
ally sketches detailed layouts and break- 
downs to guide the artists in doing the 
finishes. Ideas are fed into the hopper 
by all members of the group, however, 
when they periodically come in to Man- 
hattan from Scarsdale, Long Island, 
Westchester, Philadelphia and other 
outlands for editorial meetings, of which 
the following extract is typic 

KURTZMAN: Actually, there's not too 
much to talk about 

JAFFEE: We came from 50 miles around 
to hear that. 

KURTZMAN: But there are a few spots 
here maybe you can help me out on. 
For the Christmas cover, I've been t 
ing to think about something with 
Ebenezer Scrooge on it. And about the 
closest I got to an idea that satisficd 
me was—you know that old poster of 
Uncle Sam saying “I want you"? .. . 
I was just wondering how Scrooge 
would look pointing out from the cover 
like that and just saying “Humbug!” 
to the world out therc. 

Jarree: And maybe we could put 
our title, Humbug, in a balloon... 

ROTH: Why don't we run a message 
from Manischewitz wine on the cover? 

EVERYBODY: For Christmas??!! 

: Sure, and we'd have What's 
Name, Commander What's- 
His Name 

KURIZMAN: Whitehead? 

ROTH: Yeah, only we'd change his 
name; you know, he says, "Hello theah, 
this is Monty Schevitz . . ." Well, he 
looks like Santa Claus, that guy! 

JAFFEE: But it would be too long to 
say “Manischewervescence.” 

KURTZMAN (im desperation): I'm not 
getting ANY HELP НЕКЕ 

Dorothy Parker, without knowing it, 
once described the Kurtzman brand of 
satire to a tee. Voluntecring her personal 
description of what humor should be, 
she said, “There must be courage; there 
must be no awe. There must he с 
cism, for humor, to my mind, is en- 
capsulated in criticism. There must be 
a disciplined eye and a wild mind. There 
must be a magnificent disregard of your 
reader, for if he cannot follow you, 
there is nothing you can do about it.” 
This disregard is evident again and 
again in Kurtzman when he peppers 
his parodies with such favorite private 
words and phrases as potrzebie, fursh- 


lugginer, chicken fat, ecccccch and 
How's your mom, Ed? That he finds 
a bottomless well of personal yoks in 
the name Melvin is clear: in addi- 
tion to the previously mentioned Little 
Orphan Melvin, he has been respon- 
sible for Smilin’ Melvin and Melvin of 
the Apes. Of late, however, Melvin 
seems to have lost ground in favor of 
Seymour Mednick, a real-life neighbor 
of Arnold Roth's who did the photo- 
graphic portrait of Kurtzman on the 
opening page of this feature and whose 
name is sprinkled with “magnificent 
disregard” through Humbug's pages. 

The hard core of the Kurtzman crew 
are all roughly the same age and have 
known each other since boyhood. Kurtz- 
man, Elder, Jaffee and Humbug Man- 
aging Editor Harry Chester all attended 
The High School of Music and Art in 
New York, where Kurtzman brightened 
the bulletin boards with crude mimeo- 
graphed satire while Jaffee and Elder 
convulsed the lunchroom crowd with 
comic pantomime and an extensive 
repertoire of vocal sound effects. 

About the time the Music and Art 
gang were graduating from high school 
(late Thirties, early Forties), pulp 
magazines took a nosedive and comic 
books suddenly burst upon the Ameri- 
can scene with unparalleled vigor. Once 
a minor market content to reprint old 
material from the Sunday comic sections 
of newspapers, they were now a re- 
pository for all the energy, talent and 
lack of talent that hitherto had poured. 
into the dying pulps. To meet the pub- 
lic's sudden demand for comic books, 
publishers were hiring everybody they 
could get their hands on- including 
three kids named Kurtzman, Elder and 
Jaffee. Kurtzman eventually wound up 
writing scripts, drawing covers and gen- 
erally masterminding his own book, a 
Korean war story called Two-Fisted 
Tales, for EC (Educational Comics), 
which also published such titles as Tales 
from the Crypt and The Vault of 
Horror. Will Elder began working for 
Kuruman's book; Harry Chester left a 
job as a girdle salesman to help his old 
school chum, Harvey, in a managerial 
capacity; a lanky southern boy named 
Jack Davis came shuffling in from 
Georgia with some wonderful drawings 
under his arm; and a Minnesotan, 
Wally Wood, with equally wonderful 
drawings under his arm, also found his 
way to Two-Fisted Tales. 

The artists who worked for Kurtzman 
in those days recall with horror the 
relentless research that went into every 
panel. Kurtzman was a stickler for 
authentici he demanded that his 
artists work from photographs to dupli- 
cate army equipment and uniforms ex- 
аспу: he sent them ош on maneuvers 

(continued on page 85) 
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Christmas Tree 


fashionable finds for her 


Top row: dazzling diamond and platinum drop pin, $7500, and bracelet, $20,000, 
with baguettes, pear-shaped and round stones. Second row: champagne bucket with 
hand-painted Florentine finish and aluminum liner, $25. Lustrous wide-wale cor- 
duroy shirt with modified shawl collar and a pocket for cigs on the sleeve, 812.50, 
and matching, narrowly-tapered slacks, $10.95. Third row: Princess Margaret plaid 
kilotte (combination kilt and culotte), with fringed and buckled side and giant safety 
pin at the front, $18.95; Capezio skimmer with raccoon pufi, $11.95; Haymaker 
Glamourgams, perkily-striped half-leotards for under-a-skirt wear, $6 each; house- 
boy jacket tailored in Italy, $15.95. Wool 6' mufflers, available in most school 
or sorority colors, $5.95 each. Bottom row: hand-stained mahogany leather purse 
with herringbone pouch, brass closure, $25; adjustable shoulder-strap purse has 
elkhorn closure, $32.50; handmade contour belts of top steer leather with sun- 
burst brass closure, $11, latch closure, $10, and needle closure, $10. Nylon 
nightgown in a soft candlelight shade, with lace-trimmed flying panels, 849.95. 
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From her first appearance within the pages of ptaysoy, the provoca- 
tive Playmate of the Month has been the most popular feature in 
the magazine. And from her first appearance, readers have been 
asking for a Playmate Calendar. So, with considerable pride, 
ғідүвот presents a full dozen of the most delightful Playmates from 
our first four years of publishing — together in one handsome, full 
color calendar package. Lisa Winters, Janet Pilgrim, Betty Blue 
and all your other favorites are here — one for every month in the 
year. Dandy for the den — handy for the home or office — a great 
gift for any man. 
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TIGHT LITTLE ISLAND (continued from page 42) 


ed Sark, The gorse on the hill- 
es was quietly in flower, two 
or three cows walking unambitiously 
among it, and a soft Atlantic wind sent 
yellow tremors through the wheat fields. 
Mr. Head was clipping his hedges, idly; 
he was no longer Constable of Sark, he 
told me, but, on pleasant days, he liked 
to stroll along the beach to look for 
Colorado beetles on the incoming tide. 
It was a relatively peaceful Sark while 
1 was there, and Mr. Head expressed 
the hope it would last. A few months 
later, therefore, I was rather dismayed 
to come across an issue of the Guernsey 
Star and learn that Mr. Head d set 
off still another wave of hysteria in the 
Chief Pleas by making what would be, 
in almost any other legislature, a 
not especially inflammatory proposal — 
namely, that taxpayers in Sark ought to 
be given receipts. The Guernsey Star 
records the following exchange: 

nean: P have received no receipt 
from the constable for the pound I 
sent him last November. 
THE CONSTABLE (his color rising): I have 
Mr. Head's receipt at home. What does 
he think — Гуе kept the money? 
MR. HEAD (likewise): І am asking again 
lor my receipt. 
THE CONSTABLE: ГЇЇ send you your re- 
ceipt. 
ми. HEAD: I am not the only person who 
not had a receipt. Will reccipts be 
sent to everybody? 
THE CONSTABLE: They will all have re- 


ceipts! 
MR. A. С. FALLE: I can't understand why 
Mr. Head is asking all these questio 
we will be here all day. 

By now, however, a number of other 
questions had occurred to Mr, Head, 
relative to land reform, contracts, sei- 
nd feudal officer identified as 
the Procurator of the Poor; he also 
pointed out that a law to require the 
22 and 303 rifles had 

passed five years earlier. and 
htaway thought no more of it (“The 
fact remains,” said Mr. Head, "that we 
y pass new laws and then forget all 
about thes d he complained that 
his Personal Bill had been called 
12 pages of trash by the seneschal, 
whereupon: 

THE SENESCHAL: Well, it was 12 pages 
of trash. 
мк. tral 


heen 


And 1 thought it was such a 
ant piece of work! 

esently, it would appear, everybody 
in the Chief Pleas was shouting at once, 
some of them in English and some in 
Norman patois, the very peculiar dia- 
lect of Sark; “Let them learn our 


guage!” shouted Mr. A. G. Falle, in 
Norman patois; "Can you teach it? You 


can't even write shouted Mr. Har- 
old de Carterct, in English; "I have a 


the stomach and a sponge in the 
yelled Mr. Head, metaphoric- 
ally; and the meeting was boisterously 
adjourned. It was no doubt resumed 
the following day, but I've been unable 
to get hold of that day's Guernsey Star. 

One of the feudal laws in Sark that 
vigorously enforced by Mrs, Hatha- 
is that no automobiles may go 
there; Mrs. Hathaway is very proud of 
it, and regularly tells her audiences in 
America that this is one of Sark's most 
delightful virtues. The extrer s of 
Sark are three miles apart, so the pcople 
use tractors to get about. These are 
ever to be seen on the Sarkese land- 
scape — great, ungainly, rusty spiders 
that thunder along the roads by day. 
cking up the dust with mansized. 
rubber wheels; at night, they are really 
a caution. When 
tractor was in readiness at the pier: 
my baggage and that of the other pco- 
ple was put in back, and we ourselves 
sat uncomfortably among it while a 
bony, uncommunicative fellow got into 
the saddle, did a number of things 
there, caused the tractor to emit a splen- 
did quantity of blue-black gases, did a 
number of other indescribable things, 
nd took a course uphill; five minutes 
of this and he was altogether spent, 
brought the tractor to a stop, discon- 
nued the blue-black gases, and hurried 
to a tavern. We, the excursionists, 
were none too steady ourselves, and fol- 
lowed him in. 

The tavern was an oaken and quietly 
gemiitlich one, and it was frequented, at 


€ to Sark, a 


this hour, by what J learned was а cross- 
section of the Sarkese community 
farm hands, hired men, and some prop 
ertied folk whose ancestors had lived 
in Sark since 1565, some old-timers with 
tired, yellowing, porous mustaches and 
the faces of Norman fishermen, some 
Englishmen and women who made their 
homes there. The old-timers were in 
a brown study, for the most part, and 
hadn't much to say, but the others en 
thusiastically had given themselves over 
to gossip, and within an hour had told 
me ol easily a dozen indecorums on the 
part of Mrs. Hathaway, from 1901 to the 
present, and on the part of her father, 
her mother (the former of whom was 
given to kicking the latter downstairs in 
the Gay Ninetics, I was assured), and 
her late husband, a graduate of Yale 
named Mr. Robert Hathaway, who, it 
was alleged, was selling tennis balls in 
London when he stumbled fortunately 
upon the Dame of Sark. This sort of 
gossip is always to be heard in Sark; it 
is not only told by the highly unreliable 
sources I met in the tavern but is re 


rocated by such impeachable authorities 


as the Hathaway family itself; there 
so much of it, and so much that is said 
in malice that, I'm afraid, it would be 
difficult to find a less delightful place 
than the island of Sark to live. The 
general ill-fecling is bound to rub onto 
the tourists, who never seem to be esp 
cially happy and who develop a wary. 
conspiratorial look after too long a 
vacation there. 

It took a bit of doing to get ра 
of this gossip and learn something abo 
Sark itself but, after ma 
of the most persistent sort, 1 


m pleased 
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to report to my readers some of the 
native customs that have becn peculiar 
to Sark as long as anyone can remem- 
ber — namely, that wine and cake are 
given to everyone on wedding days, 
that apples and oranges are given to 
the children on New Year's Day, that 
rabbits are shot on Christmas Day, that 
clay pipes are shot on Christmas Day and 
New Year's ‚ that model boats are 
built at home by children and floated on 
Good Friday along the Petit Beauregard 
Pond, that all boats are built at home 
and gotten to the ocean and that the 
lady who launches them is put on the 
deck with a champagne bottle and is 
simultaneously launched herself. The 
Sark Guide which can be got therc for a 
shilling, informs me that, at certain times, 
"almost the whole population of Sark, 
armed with hooks and baskets, may be 
found in the most inaccessible places on 
the shore, frantically turning over boul- 
ders, often being rewarded with as many 
as two hundred ormers" a native cus- 
tom that, I trust, will be clarified in 
future editions, and the Reverend Mr. 
J. L. V. Cachemaille, writing in 1828, 
reports that a common entertainment 
as to dress a man as a donkey: "Many 
an evening was passed in this way, par- 
ticularly in winter," says the Reverend 
Mr. Cachemaille, "and the result was 
that much time was wasted, bad habits 
were contracted, and were followed by 


immorali A man as a donkey is 
very frightening to Sarkese children, 
but even the grownups are given a nasty 
turn when they run into Tchico, the 
dog of the dead, a ghost. Naturally, 
one expects to find a reasonable num- 
ber of such disembodied spirits at a 
tourist resort but Sark has more than 
its share, I think, being haunted 
season by a headless rider, a riderless 
coach, an amphibious manner of spook 
at the bottom of wells, and some as yet 
unidentified apparitions in the village 
jail, as well as others; indeed, the at- 
mosphere in Sark is so thick with ecto- 
plasm that the people must needs take 
practical measures against it, notably by 
fixing a. few stones to their chimneys to 
keep the witches out. Mrs. Hathaway 
herself, speaking of the manor house 
she lives in, has written that “the Seig- 
neurie has no less than four of these 
stones, and so effective are they that 
not a single witch has come down the 
chimneys within living memory.” I take 
it that Mrs. Hathaway is being merry 
with us here, but it ought to be noted 
that she resorted to the black magic of 
Albertus Magnus when one of her 
daughters, Mrs. Douce Alianore Daphne 
Beaumont Brisco, had warts, and that 
she let some white knitting-wool be tied 
around one of her it had 
been bewitched. “I have no comment 
to make upon this," Mrs. Hathaway has 


cows after 


“But, Karen, of course you serve a purpose in life!" 


written since, "except the important 
one that I still have the cow.” 

Not only is Sark so possessed by 
witches and spooks as to be almost un- 
inhabitable by human beings but, I 
learned, its most prominent and reign- 
ing family, that of Mrs. Hathaway, is 
cursed — not а very pleasant curse, even 
as curses go, but one that ought to be 
told of, nevertheless. It began in the 
early eighteen hundreds, 1 learned, 
when silver was discovered in a desolate 
part of Sark. I have seen the place: 
there is a sinkhole nearby, and you can 
go 50 yards down into it, and then to 
the ocean along a cave; the ground is 
soft with cinnamon-brown seaweed, and 
the only sounds are the slapping waves. 
A certain Mr. Peter Le Pelley was feudal 
lord when the silver was found here; 
the assay specified muriate of silver, 
sulphuret of silver, sulphuret of silver 
and antimony, black sulphuret of silver, 
ruby silver, antimonial silver, and ar- 
gentiferous and auriferous iron pyrites, 
and Le Pelley's eyes must have bulged as 
he read all this. He put $170,000 in the 
silver mine, but the vein ran dry. 

What happened next is that Mr. Le 
Pelley hurried to Guernsey to pay his 
creditors, notably Mrs. T. G. Collings; 
the boat sank, Mr. Le Pelley drowned, 
Mrs T. G. Collings foreclosed, and 
there was such consternation in Sark 
that Mr. Le Pelley's valet tried to jump 
off a cliff, being restrained by none 
other than the Reverend Mr. J. I. V. 
Cachemaille. Mrs. T. G. Collings be- 
came the Dame of Sark, and was straight- 
away cursed for having done so by the 
ghost of Mr. Le pelley — or by some 
other ghost, this part of the story being 
not especially clear — and she died that 
very year, without ever seeing Sark. 
Mrs. Collings’ son and the next feudal 
lord, the Reverend Mr. W. T. Collings, 
was not conspicuously cursed, but he 
very nearly died the same way as Mr. 
Le Pelley, and his son, Mr. William F. 
Collings, was the man who reportedly 
icked his wife downstairs. (Besides, 
he was arrested on the island of Guern- 
sey for shooting a naval officer, on Jer- 
scy for raising cain at a brothel, and on 
Sark for knocking the constable's hat 
off.) One of his children was cursed 
with a cleft palate, and the other — the 
present Mrs. Hathaway — with a shorter 
leg, while, in the present century, the 
seven children of Mrs. Hathaway have 
been so awfully cursed that she's on 
speaking terms with only one of them, 
Mrs. Jehanne Rosemary Ernestine Beau- 
mont Bell. Three of the others 
Mr. Basil Ian Beaumont died in school, 
Miss Bridget Amice Beaumont died of 
cancer, and Mr. Francis William Lionel 
Collings "Buster" Beaumont died in bed 
with a British actress; Mr. Richard 
Vyvyan Dudley Beaumont, alias “Tup- 
peny,” has been doing a stretch on 


rc di 


Malta, and Mr. Cyril John Astley Beau- 
mont is lying low in Australia; Mrs. 
Douce Alianore Daphne Beaumont 
Brisco, the girl with warts, was left at 
the altar, recently, by a Mr. Winterflood 
or Winterbottom, who was later found 
ina pub, said it was all a joke, and died 
of sleeping pills shortly after. The whole 
story isnt a very pretty one, and it's 
carried considerably further by the 
gossips. 

I have mentioned that one of the 
accursed lords of Sark was very nearly 
drowned at sea, and this, too, is some- 
thing that ought to be told of, not be- 
cause it's an especially good story but 
because we hear entirely too much of 
the bravery of sea captains these d. 
and, I think, it's worthwhile to see the 
other side of the coin. The story is told 
by the feudal lord in question, the Rev- 
crend Mr. W. T. Collings, who writes 
that his ship ran against a beacon on a 
rainy afternoon in 1872, at which: “The 
captain threw up his arms, and uttered 
one awful despairing cry, ‘All's lost! 
All's lost!” As long as we live this cry will 
haunt us.“ The captain is next scen, in 
the Reverend Mr. Collings’ narrative, as 
using the variation, “We are lost Mr. 
Collings pointed out that the ship was 
well aground and the tide was falling 
("No, sir, she is filling fast, we are 
lost”), and his son pointed out that 
after all, there was a lifeboat; the cap- 
tain jumped into it first, followed by 
women and children and, lastly, by the 
Reverend Mr. Collings. Mr. Collings 
tried to be cheery, but the captain said, 
We're drifting, we are going up the 
Russell, we are lost." Two hours later, 
the boat reached shore. 


Sark's predicament as the only feudal 
state in Europe is so awfully hugger- 
mugger that I hesitate to pursue it Iur- 
ther, but it hasn't been pointed out yet 
that Mrs, Sibyl Hathaway, in her capac 
ity as a feudal lord, continucs to owe 
allegiance to а feudal overlord, the 
Duchess of Normandy. Sark was part 
and parcel of Normandy in med 
day nd its overlord for more than a 
thousand years has been the duke or 
duchess—at present, a young, handsome, 
blue-eyed Englishwoman, who once a 
year is given a check for the equivalent 
of seven dollars as a token of Mrs. Hath- 
away’s allegiance. Since 1066, of course, 
the Duchess of Normandy has also been 
the Queen of England, and, because of 
this, the English generally think of Sark 
not as a country in its own right but 
n insignificant part of their queen's 
domain. The Sarkese, on the other hand, 
generally think of England as an insig- 
nificant part of their duchess’ domain; 
after all, they point out, who conquered 
whom? 

Duchess Elizabeth 11 of Normandy, 
and her ducal predecessors, have paid 
precious little heed to their vassalage of 


Sark, and, historically, have given Mrs. 
Hathaway and her predecessors a free 
hand there. (None of the dukes and 
duchesses so much as visited Sark. Duch 
ess Victoria circumnavigated the place in 
1859 and was given a 21 gun salute in 
gratitude — "which no doubt she dis- 
tinctly heard," says the Reverend Mr. 
Cachemaiile. Its lucky she didn't land, 
1 think; some peacocks had gotten into 
the manor house earlier in the day, tear- 
ing the place apart and one knows how 
the duchess would have felt. Elizabeth 
П spent an afternoon in Sark in 1949. 
before her ascendency as duchess, and 
thereby gave a wealth of material to the 
gossips that’s yet to be exhausted, one 
of the juicier items being that her hus 
band, Prince Philip, got to Sark with so 
bloody a hangover that his first words to 
Mrs. Hathaway were, "Have you an as- 
n, pl ) Elizabeth II can count 
mand the doings of Mrs. Hathaway and 
the Chief Pleas, but never has. It goes 
without saying that English law doesn't 
apply in Sark; English postage stamps 
are used, but the passports are those ol 
the States of Guernsey, and the money 
that of England and Guernsey; and 
glishmen who visit Sark must go 
through customs, paying 21 cents as a 
landing lee. Alter 600 days there, they 
© exempt from the draft and English 
- Sark has the power to try and 
punish its criminals by its own, un Eng 
lish laws, but nowadays it lets Guernsey 
handle the big ones, like murderers, 

I haven't made a study of the j 
cial processes of Guernsey, though I'm 
told they're a peculiar thing, really—the 
jury is chosen for life — but I've watched 
a criminal tial in Sark, and I think it 
was very peculiar. The trial was that of 
Mr. Edmund le, who was accused of 
closing his tavern one morning at 12:40. 


instead of the legal hour, . The 
complaint, such as it was, had been 
lodged а week or two carlicr by Mr. 


Phillip Perrce, the constable, who was 
out to make trouble for Mr. Falle be- 
cause Mr. Falle's son, Mr. Stanley Falle, 
Mr. Perrec's assistant, was due to become 
constable the next month and out 
to make trouble for him. The prosccut- 
ing attorney was Mr. Perrce, the plaintiff: 
and the trial judge was the nephew of 
the defendant, as well as the first cousin 
of Mr. Stanley Falle, the assistant con- 
stable — Mr. Willie Baker, the seneschal, 
who would also function as a jury. All 
of this was explained to me by Mr. 


Henry Head, who sat alongside me in 
court, 


and I'm pretty sure I've got it 
Mr. Head explained, further, 
that he himself was in court as а со 
respondent for the Guernsey Star, the 
Guernsey Evening Pr nd the Jersey 
Evening Post; he said it was Sark's first 
trial in several weeks, and he intended 
to whoop it up a bit, being paid on 
space rates. As we waited for the pro 
ceedings to begin, 1 read a few of his 
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How to 
entertain 
a Shaman 


Shamans are a lot of fun at a party pro- 
vided your invitation specifies no spears, 
darts or incantations! But by all means, 
drums for dancing. 

And on your part, to clinch the fun, 
be sure you have enough Champale on 
ice. As you undoubtedly know, Cham- 
pale Malt Liquor adds tone, color and 
spirit to any party. 

Just open the chilled bottles of 
Champale . pour the sparkling, bubbly 
beverage into a sternmed glass and en- 
joy yourself as gaiety takes over... 
Champale is like that! 

And beat the drums again — there's 
never a dent in your wallet because 
Champale costs little more than beer 

Hie yourself over to your favorite 
restaurant, bar or grocery . . . wherever 
beer is sold and learn with the very first. 
delightful sip of Chavipale why it's the 
malt liquor you serve like champagne”. 


FREE! For clever new 
drink recipes, including the 
fabulous Champale Cock- 
tail, write to Dept. 6, P. O. 
Box 2230, Trenton, N. J. 


i THE MALT 
== Liquor 


2 YOU SERVE 
LIKE 


CHAMPAGNE 


ee 
Cal 


t کے‎ 
CHAMPALE 


MALT LIQUOR 
А malt beverage specialty served in a wide, shallow or 


sherbet glass.Metropolis Brewery of ti A ine Trenton, N.J, 
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clippings and discovered, from them, 
that so little of any importance happens 
in Sark that Mr. Head must usually 
write about Mr. Head, notably by re 
signing in high dudgeon from the Chiet 
Plcas, the constabulary, or the Colorado 
beetle inspectorship, and hurrying to 
himself for an interview. “Mr. Henry 


Head, Sark's go-ahead constable, may 
startle the island this week by giving his 
resignati rote Mr. Henry Head, 


the Guernsey Star's go-ahead correspond- 
ent, in 1951. “This is the second time 
he has made this threat within two 
months. In an exclusive interview yes 
terday .. ” The doings of Mr. Head 
were warmly applauded by Mr. Head in 
many of the clippings ("The existent 
1, Мг. 
Henry Head's proposal deserves sup- 
port") and, on one memorable occasion, 
when the outlook lor news was especially 
desperate, he was accorded a 3000 word 
eulogy by himself in the columns of the 
Guernsey Evening Press, some of the 
more cordial passages being, “Mr. Head, 
who several years ago carned from me 
(Le. Mr. Head) the pseudonym of the 
‘stormy petrel of Sark,’ has over the 
past two years more than qualified for 
the title... The fact remains that none 
will dispute the fact that Mr. Henry 
Head has made history with a capital 
Н" during the past two years of his 
ign as constable and in doing so has 
gained for Sark more publicity than it 
ever before received. Mr. Head has made 
few friends but many enemies k, 
but no one will begrudge him his due 
in the fact that he has done his honorary 
job with rare conse usness, even if, 
at times, in the opinion of some, with- 
out tact” 

The courtroom where I was reading 
all this, and where the trial of Mr. Falle 
would momentarily begin, was a small, 
unpretentious room in the elementary 
boy's school. Its desks were sandy in 
color, with cases of blue-black ink; chalk 


w is too terrible to think about. 


was everywhere, and the blackboard at 
the front was full of arithmetic, like 
“How many 114d stamps can be bought 


Tor £2-Ms-7y4d?". Presently, there was a 
call Tor silence, and the room was en- 
teed by Mr. Willie Baker, the seneschal, 
reful, bespectacled man who 
wing a brown suit with Ісай 
hems, and by Mr. Hilary Carré, the gref- 
fier, who looked as I had imagined a 
gieler would — rather like a gopher, 
with a jolly face, two buck teeth and a 
pot belly. The two men seated them- 
selves by the blackboard, and the senes- 
chal opened the trial by observing that 
the matter in dispute was whether Mr. 
Edmund Falle did, or didn't, serve any 
drinks between the hours of 12 
12:40 А.м.; that Mr. Falle sai 
and that the constable said he did — a 
point the constable clarified at once by 
springing to his feet, saying, "I couldn't 
of said for whom customer it was; it was. 


though." The constable was accustomed 
to Norman patois, not English. His lips 
were tight and bitter. 

"The constable was now called upon by 
the seneschal to produce his witnesses, 
and answered, in what was very close to 
astonishment, "I'ven't got any witnesses.” 


This disclosure was followed by a great 
deal ol silence, which lasted till Mr. 
Falle's lawyer harrumphed a bit, observ- 


ing, “It is customary, I believe, for the 
prosecution to have witnesses when they 
call a case.” The seneschal said some- 
thing to the eflect that customs differ in 
different lands, and suggested that, al- 
though the prosecution hadn't any wit- 
nesses, perhaps the defense kad, and Mr. 
Edmund Falle took the stand in his 
own behalf. 

“It was 12:30 o'clock. and 1 called 
out, time!” said Mr. Falle, "and nobody 
got any drinks after. ] tried to get them, 
everybody, out, and if the constable 
hadn't of been there. I would of gotten 
‘em out. The constable w: —* 

"What did you do to get them out?” 
said Mr. Falle's lawyer. 

“I called out, time! 1 turned the lights 
ош. The constable w takin’ names, 
like I said, and everybody was waitin’ 
and sccin' what'd happen." By t 
was clear to everyone but the seneschal 
that the constable had nothing but a 
grudge against Mr. Falle. “I asked the 
constable U help,” said Mr. but 
he's busy takin' names, he 
Cs" said the constable. 
ing, "but there'd been no noth 
and Mr. Falle called out, time, 
showed no head t pushin’ ‘em out, 
they're still servin’ drinks at th’ other 
end. 


now, 


interrupt- 


When?" said the seneschal, who was 
ng into a quandary. 

12:40, you c'n test ur watch,” 
the constable. 


“Tt u 19:30," said Mr. Falle. 

"You, Mr. Falle, are you absolutely 
sure of that?" said the senesch 

"Em absolutely sure of that" said 
Mr. Falle. 

Absolutely 

Absolutely 

“Well.” said the seneschal, brightly, 
“one of the watches must have been 
wrong!” 

“There was money circulatin’ after 
uv bell had rang, half pas’ 12," said the 


constable. 

“There's something wrong somewhere,” 
said the seneschal, 

The seneschal adjourned the court to 
deliberate, the constable shoocd every- 
one outside, Mr. Henry Head hurried 
to a telephone, and the greffier slapped 
a beret onto his head and rode furiously 
off on a bicycle. I ran into the seneschal 
a few days t's quite a problem, 
he told me, “quite a problem.” 1 sailed 
away from Sark before he had solved it. 
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QUOTEMANSHIP 
(continued from page 37) 
setup looked perfect. I screwed my cour- 
age to the sticking-point and put the 
old proposition right to her. 
HAROLD: And? 
GERALD: So who's sitting in the next 


room, quiet like a bear trap? Her old 
man, a Bible salesman. I tell you, thc 
way he came charging in. 1 barely 


ped by the skin of my teeth. 

нАкош: Well, the wages of sin are 
death, so on the whole you were pretty 
lucky. Anyway, you've just about cleared 
up the question of Joan. Read any in- 
teresting books lately? 


Admittedly, a highly unlikely chunk 


of dialogue. But never mind that. The 
question is: did you find апу misquo- 
tations in it? What, none? Oh. you 
found one. In that case you qualify as 


a С.С.0. — Certified. Correct Quoter — 
and are entitled to look down your nose 
everyone except another GC. 

As a matter of fact. there were no 
less than 15 misquotations in that con- 
versation. Here are the correct versions 
and their sources, with the offending 
words in itali 

1) In the sweat of thy face shalt thou 
eat bread. (Genesi 19) 

2) Pride goeth before destruction, and 
an haughty spirit before а fall (Prov- 
erbs, xvi, 18) 

3) A little learning is а dang'rous 
thing (Pope. Essay on Criticism) 

4) Water, water, everywhere, nor any 
drop to drink (Coleridge, The Rime of 
the Ancient Mariner) 


5) АП that glisters is not gold (The 
Merchant of Venice, 11, v 
6) Imitation is the sincerest of flattery 
(Charles Colton, The Lacon) 
7) He that is without sin among you, 
let him first cast a stone at her (John, 
ii. 7) 
8) There is no new thing under the 
i 9) 
ned gold, to. paint the 


9) To gild re! 
lily (King John, IV. 

10) The devil can cite Scripture for 
his purpose (The Merchant of Venice, 


11) Bue yet ТЇЇ make assurance double 
sure (Macbeth, IV. i) 

12) The love of moncy is the root of 
all evil (1 Timothy, vi, 10) 

13) But screw your courage to the 
sticking-place, 

And well not fail (Macbeth, 1, vii) 

14) I am escaped with the skin of my 
teeth (Job, xix, 20) 

15) The wages of sin is death (Ro- 
mans, vi, 93) 

Do you set the idea? Just about 
everyone who tries to use these passages 
misquotes them. If you are among the 
very few who can use them, and others 
like them, correctly, you have set your- 
self apart from the common ruck and 
have shown yourself to be a man of 
cultivation and scrupulous regard for 
the treasures of English literature. 


And if this doesn't help you come 
on real large with your girl, then, as 
Horatio said to Jago, thou hadst best 


annex thyself another doxy, dad. 


"I'd like you to meet my best 
friend and my severest critic.” 


ON HIS MIND 


(continued from page 68) 


other was older, but fully painted. 
There were shadows under her eyes, and 
her cars supported heavy metal rings. 


"Wine, for God's sake!" said the 
stranger. 

The room was full now. "For every- 
body?" 


“Yes, fil] "ет up." The stranger looked 
at the coin he was spinning, and threw 
it across the room to the innkeeper, 
who caught it and pocketed it in one 
smooth gesture. 

“You ought to get some change.” 
said the man who looked like a wrestler. 

The younger woman looked at the 
stranger, touched his hand, and said: 
In trouble, dear?" 

"No." said the stranger, and pushed 
her a 


“Will vou buy me a drink?" 


The stranger was staring out into the 
street. The morning shadows had crept 
close to the houses. It was noon. He 
pushed away his wine cup. which fell 
to the floor and seemed to explode in 
a star-shaped splash of glistening purple 

“Did you go up the hill?” somebody 
asked. 

Somebody else replied: “What for? 
It's all over by now. I've got something 
better to do." 

‘The stranger pushed his way towards 
the door. There was a little white fleck 
in each corner of his mouth, which 
some unendurable misery had twisted 
into a narrow, lipless oblong 

“Hey!” cried the innkeeper. 
owe me for one round.” 

The stranger stopped suddenly as if 
he had encountered an invisible wall. 
They saw him thrust and into his 
pouch. fumble. and withdraw 
clenched fist. He swung hand. Every- 
body winced and ducked. There was a 
smash and a jangle of silver. People 
threw themselves on the falling money 
in a cursing heap. 

“Here.” said the stranger. “The other 
28 pieces.” 

The innkeeper, standing in a strange 
attitude — for he had one foot on a 
coin and one fist clenched in the air 
where it had closed upon another — 
stared after him. 

The young woman, hiding five pieces 
in her bosom, said: “He scemed to have 
someth 

“АП the same," said the innkeeper, 
“I wish we had a customer like him 


every day.” 
E 


great 


BARRACUDAS 


(continued [rom page 50) 


scemed coni us. Al Banks was think- 
g about dolphin and sailfish and 
wahoo; Gerald Millinder was wonder- 
ing how long this state of things would 
go on between him and Madge, and 
whether he was hopelessly ineffectual 
for not being able to make up his mind 
once and for all about the book ending. 
Madge was wishing there was something 
she could do to keep Gerald from get- 
ting so moody. She had hoped this fish- 
ing trip would help but it was turning 
out to be a mess. 

In the silence, suddenly, they hi 
a splash a hundred yards or so off their 
bow. Al Banks turned his head quickly, 
with the sense of excitement real fisher- 
never lose. He was tired of this 
Талу, hand-line stuff and there was some. 
thing about this joker Millinder that 
made hin nt to nudge the writer 
into action. 

“There's something out there. Lets 
make one morc pass at ‘em before chow. 
Maybe we c'n catch ourselves an amber 
. Pull in your line: 
a the sun and looking 
apper teased 
is looking 


his bait, Gerald M 
up from his desk, home in Westport. 
as Madge came in with the day's i 
— Madge, the book club called today. 
ke the book. 
ald! How wonderful! 
— Yes, it is. It means 35,000 doll: 
Madge hugged him. The book had 
longer to write than he had 
and the publishers advance 
hadn't quite seen him through it. They 
had had to borrow on their insurancc. 
And if the book should only sell five or 
six thousand copies, like the last one.. 
Madge had been worried, more than 
she had let him see. 
.000! We'll put half of it away 
for the children's education. 
t had been one of the things 
worrying them. 
—Only wait a 
catch in it, Madge. 
— Oh? 
— Yes, they want me to change the 
end 
He had tried to make it sound casual 
but it went to the heart of what he was 
trving to do. Eight ycars ago he had 
quit a 20.000-а-усаг radio job to write 
as he pleased. to be his own man. The 
t fortress of individual enterprise, he 
had half-kiddingly called his study. 
Change the ending. Lord, the nights he 
had worked on that ending until he was 
sitisfied that it said what he most 
deeply wanted it to say. And now they 
wanted to soften it, tonc it dow It 
was too grim they said. too defi 
Promptly. characteristically. 
had said — If I were you, 


ual 
figured 


minute. There's a 


wouldn't do it. 
And Gerald, troubled, torn: — Madge, 
І don't know, we need that money like 


crazy. And is it fair to the kids, is the 
ending, any ending, that important? Is 
there any reason why they should be 00 Ope 
penalized for my artistic purity? Or 
maybe the book club people are right 


It isn't a bad ending they're suggesti 
Not a too-convenient happy ending or 
anything like that, Just a litle les 
shocking, a little less — well, they think 
I go too far. 

I wish 1 could help you, Madge 
had said.— But you'll have to do what 
you have to do. 

You have to do what you have to do. 

“— all lines in the boat. 

The sound of the motor and thc 
sense of forward motion in the Lorclei 
brought him back from the bends of 
Westport to the blue-green quiet of the 
Gulf. The doctor was right — rest, re- 
lax, breathe deep, fish . . . 

From the stern came an unfamiliar 
his 


When a hard day puts you be- 
hind the social eight ball O. 
don’t drag your heels CY Play 
it smart . . . keep on your toes 
NoDoz Tablets. 


shoulder, snapp 
back to here and now, he heard a brief. 
vivid oath from Al Banks. 

“God damn it, didn't you he 
tell you three times to 
cs into the bo: 
Gerald drew on his line and realized 
for the first time that it was taut, held 
firm. and being pulled out of his b 
by something unyielding beneath 
water. For a nt he thought he 
must have hooked a big one, a. Jewfish 
perhaps, and then he heard Banks cus- 


with 


Take a NoDoz and be 


ready to concentrate on impor- 


tant subjects 


Clinical tests show that for most 


people №рӧ increases mental 


efficiency within minutes (® 
P 


. you got your line 
fouled in her goddamn propeller.” 

In a blazc of profanity, the Skipper 
shut off the goddamn motor before the 
line could work its way right into the 
goddamn propeller shaft. 

Shaken, and hating Banks, the Lor 
elei, fishing and primitive life in ger 
eral, Gerald leaned over the ng and 
peered helplessly down at the fouled 
propeller. A few [eet below the surface 
uda. lying side 
by side, attracted by the bait on the 
line wound around the propeller. 

The Skipper stood right behind h 
“Are you a pretty good swimmer? 
;erald looked up into the hard, 
hery face. “What—what are you 
talking about? 
talking a 
y propeller. 


Safe as coffee & 


there were three barr: 
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bout your line fouling зе, 

отеопе' gonna have п 
ide and work it clear." 

“Can't we just leave it there and go 
on?" 

“And grind your line into my propel- 
ler shaft? Sorry, Mister, not on my 
boat." 

The Skipper stared 
der and Gerald looked down at the 
deck and then at the water and then at 
the Skipper again and then at Madge. 
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She was standing there watching them 
with a stiff, uncertain expression on her 
face. I know what she's thinking, Ger- 
ald grieved, tha id, that I'm 
not a whole man, that I'm not a posi- 
tive male animal like Al Banks. 

He leaned over the railing and cup- 
ped his hands around his eyes to study 
the barracuda. They were waiting, mo- 
tionless, three of them, three big ones. 
He could feel their teeth ripping into 
the socket of his arm. He placed his 
other hand on that arm as if to hold 
it to him. 

“The barracuda?” he said, with hard- 
ly any breath in his voice. 

“They won't bother anybody. 
just to make sure I'll break out my . 
The water's clear cnough for me to see 
"em and I scare "em off il they get 
frisky 

Nothing is simple any more, Gerald 
Millinder was thinking. Not even fish- 
ing. Problems of decision. Of courage 
and risk. 

Al Banks was standing there waiting 
for him to act. The barracuda were 
down there waiting for him to act. 
Madge was watching him with a ques- 
tioning look on her face. 

1f I can only disconnect my intel 
gence, Gerald was thinking. If 1 can 
find a way to black out this imagina- 
tion. Thats what makes these fearless 
heroes. A numbness. 
for switching off the imagin: 

He looked down into the water and 
tried. He closed his eyes and tr 
in the sun-struck darkness behind his 
eyes, he was seized with a strange dis- 
covery. He wanted to dive in. He was 
excited with the fecling of wanting to 
be down there among the hard, swilt, 
violent barracuda, He was crazy eager 
to plunge into fear and bloody dan 
and then to emerge heroic, exalted, 
primevally and finally aliv 

“АП right,” he said, "get me some 
goggles,” and this was not Walter Mitty 
living the coeur de lion dream of the 
s was incredibly Ger- 
mself. stripping down 
to his swim-trunks in a daze of heroism, 
moving toward danger with mechanical 
will, suspended. betwcen the twin 
tions of impetus and triumph 

While he paused at the railing, Madge 
was conscious of his bony knees, his u 
developed chest, the incipient. pouch 
the familiar ineffectuality of his phy- 
sique. 

"Ep think you're a heartless Son of. 
tch,” Madge said to Al Banks Her 
ind. d never heard her use that 


An igni 


xh 


hu 
term before. 

"Gerald, you're not going in, I'm not 
going to let him do this to you. It isn't 
heroic, it's crazy, senseless.” 

Millinder hesitated, caught between 
the two worlds, 

Madge was telling the impassive face 
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of Al Banks, "E don't care about your 
precious propeller. If he has to, he'll 
buy you a new propeller. But he’s not 
going into that water. It isn't worth 
it. His courage — it's a different kind — 
you wouldn't understand. He's not go- 
ing to have to prove it in your stupid. 
ridiculous, ап 

“Madge, I said I would, and I feel 
I- 

“Listen. we have three children, and 
your work and — you're trying to be 
brave where it’s a lot harder to be brave. 
and where it counts, for you. If you do 
this — this idiotic thing —] won't be 
proud of you. ГИ think you're as big 
а fool as—as lie is for cgging you into 


Al Banks was never a man for argu- 
her do it or get off the spot 
was his philosophy. Now he came over 
and said: 

“Tell you what I'll do with you. ТЇЇ 
ak her slowly back into the lagoon. 
ic only draws two and a half feet and 
I can practically lay her stern on the 
beach. Then I can cut the line out. 

“Take her into shallow water and ТЇЇ 
get the damn line myself," Gerald said 

So that's the way it was compromised. 
Millinder put on the goggles and held 
himself under the boat a minute or so 
at a time and finally worked hi 
free. There was still some slight 
from barracuda —if indeed barracuda 
are dangerous — but not much. Milli 
der felt somewhat exhilarated but not 
if he had accomplished the 


much as if he had been 
¢ to Millinder that the fear 
was mostly in his mind 
Madge felt satisfied with having put an 
end to daredevil foolishness but not as 
much as if she had been able to get 
ld not to go into the water at all. 

a the M 
almost nothing was said as he took the 
Lorelei back across the Straits. Two 
worlds had collided and held cach other 
fast for a moment, and then cach 
shaken the other off and backed a 
to resume its own course. 

Sitting with Madge in the stem on 
the way in, Gerald was thinking of the 
barracudas lurking beneath the surface 
of his creative life. Let me dive dow 
among the waiti lows and reali- 
ties. Let me dive down. 

And then, so clearly it startled him, 
his decision was in his mind. “Madge. 
he said, “I just decided. I've got to 
keep that book my way. To hell with 
Ше money." 

Madge let her hand rest on his 
"Good. We'll manage. I'm glad you de 
cided. Now put it out of your mind. 
Let's enjoy the da 
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MIKE WALLACE 


(continued [rom page 61) 


ence above average in taste and cduca- 
tional background. 

WALLACE: Above average in taste and 
educational background — these are very 
interesting sociological phrases, I guess, 
but uh — what does that mean — above 
average in taste and educational back- 
ground? 

HEFNER: Over 70% of our г 
college educated, Mike. A majority of 
them are executives and profesi 
men, with an annual income consider- 
ably above the national average. The 
point I'm making is, the audience is a 
very specialized one and we uy to edit 
rraynoy with these men in mind. They 
expect the best and that’s what we try 
to give them. In the particular issue 
e in front of you, you'll find an 
story by John Collier, another 


son by Wolcott Gibbs, an article 
merican advertising by Phi 
Wylie, satire by P. G. Wodehouse; next 
month, we have a new noveleue by Budd 
Schulberg. Whether it's fiction, articles. 
art, photography — we try to publish the 
very best that's available. 

WALLACE: You keep talking about all of 
the literature that’s involved, but you 
don't seem to pay much mind to the fact 
that there's. very little literature and a 
tr ndous amount of sex here. It seems 
to me that the literature is liberally 
larded, fore and alt, with pictures of 
girls, as I said a little earlier, in various 
stages of undress and some of the frank- 
est — not double entendre. but single 
cntendre — jokes I've ever seen. 

HEFNER: I think, as I've said. that it 
seems that way only because mrAvbov is 
in such sharp contrast to what we've 
learned to expect from the other major 
azines in America today. Most publi- 
cations are produced with the same 
viewpoint as the typical ТУ show — 
aimed at an entire houschold — at every 
one and noone. I'm not suggesting 
there's anything wrong with thi 
proach, but it certainly doesn't n 
much sense for a magazine intended lor 
urban men. We try to cdit rrAvsov 
with the adult directness of a good for- 
cign film — the spice and fun of a Broad- 
way musical. That was one of the big 
reasons for beginning the book — we felt 
there was no magazine doing a really 
successful job of entertaining the aud 
ence we're trying to reach, 

Yes, but let’s not hide behind 
altruistic motives, И we can get away 
from them temporarily, Hugh. Chicago 
Magazine quoted you to the ellect that 
sex will always be a primary ingredient 
of the magazine. Isn't that what you're 
really selling — kind of a high 


maj 


embered song 


‘of 14K gold, - 


н 
indmade 
record charm 


$1950 


| Prompt, sofe delivery, all charges pd. 


512 Bellevue Theatre Bidg., Upper Montclair, N. J. 


Deraowalized COV-A-ROBES 


Luxurious comfort. Fluffy 
absorbent Terry Cloth. 
Ideal for sfter-bath, beach, 
that dash to the phone, 
between clothes changes 
or just plain lonting. 
Keeps you dry and toast- 
warm. Easy to launder: 
never needs 
Snaps on or o 
adjusts to fit perfectly. 
LADIES! An attractive 
sarong while applying 

eup, washing ha 
ete. Choice of eax color 
Azure Blue, Canary Fel- 
low or Snow White. 

3 ONLY 

MEN'S Great after show- 
ering, while shaving, or in 
locker room. Big roomy 
pocket for cigarettes, 
shaving gear ete. Snow 
While, — ONLY 52.35 

‘Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back 

ly monogrammed in contrasting colors with 
‘or 3 initiale. Men's or women's 


order or cash. 

for postage and handing. No C.O.D. 
Orders shipped xime day 
DOBBS PRODUCTS CO. 

1255 So. Wabash Ave., Dept. 228, СІ 


now FREE bookiet tous 


HOW vou 
CAN ADD 


1most 
2 INCHES 
TO YOUR 
HEIGHT 


Over 30 styles 

for Sireet, 

Dress, Sport. 

Most styles $24.95 


Lack of height can burt your chances for success! 
Why sell yourself short? “ELEVATORS” amazing 
height-increasing shoes make you almost 2 inches 
taller instantly. Only you know “ELEVATORS” 
secret*; but everyone immediately notices the 
improvement in your appearance. Step into 
“ELEVATORS” and step up in the worl 


‘Write for FREE “ELEVATORS” BOOKLET today! 
STONE-TARLOW Sales Corp., Dept. P1257, Brockton 68, Mass. 


book? 
sek: No, I don't think so at all. 
"There's an important distinction here. 
Sex always will be an important part ol 
the book, because sex is probably the 
ingle thing that men а ost inter- 
ested in. We're quite honest and open 
about it — we think that's a healthy way 
to be. But I would estimate that no 
more than 5%, of any issue of 
is concerned with sex, and we seem to be 
devoting an entire half-hour program to 
it here tonight. In the issue you have 
there before you, you will find many 
non-sex features in addition to the РЇ; 
mate Review, which is a bringing to- 
gether of all the Playmates of the past 
ye . . we do that in each Holiday 
еше... 

WALLA The Playmate Review? 

NER: Yes . . . I assume those are the 
pictures you are referring to... 
WALLACE: And you bring together all 
your Playmates. 

NER: Yes pictorially. 

wattace: The subtitle on the cover of 
PLAYBOY says: "Entertainment for Men." 
Now in the profile on you in Chicago 
Magazine, you said that your magazine 
appealed to the young sophisticated guy 
= intelligent. if not intellectual. who 
nds most of his entertainment indoors. 
Is that a definition of you or of the fel- 
low who buys your magazine? A young, 
sophisticated guy, intelligent. if not in- 
tellectual, who finds most of his enter- 
tainment indoors? 

HENEK: An honest answer is probably, 
both, Mike. The magazine was conceived 
as an expression of what 1 thought a 
men’s magazine should be and it very 
much reflects my own personality. It i 
the sort of mag; it I myself would 
enjoy. I think. if I were a reader rather 
than the editor. 

waLLACE: Wh 


AY BOY 


s wrong with the muscu- 


MH. 1 think — 
v with 


Nothing at a 
Whats w 


outdoor 


he-man adventure? 

HEINER: Not a thing. But I felt there 
was a good-sized male audience that w 
a little more interested in urban living 
—in the nice things about an apart 
ment hi-fi — wine. and song 
And these are the things that pLaynoy 
concerns itself with. 

млы лек: These fellows just never go 
ошма 
хен: Occasionally — on very balmy 


s 


women 


s. 
(Laughter) 

WALLACE: Most of the big circulation 
magazines, as you pointed out, make a 
point of ising that they are for 
every member of the family. Would you 
suggest that PLAYoy be left around the 
home of a young married couple with a 
child. let's say, in the age range from 
10 to 16? 


adve: 


HEFNER: PLAYBOY is edited for an adult 
male audience and you cannot expect 
such a publication to serve up an edi- 
torial content suited to the intellectual 
and emotional level of children. But in 
а direct answer to your question, I don't 
believe there is anything within the 
pages of the maga 
harmful to a normal, healthy Ате 
child. 

WALLACE: Pictures of —— 

HEFNER: Let me make this point, Mike. 
There's nothing dirty in sex unless we 
make it dirty. A picture of a beautiful 
woman is something that a fellow of any 
age ought to be able to enjoy. If he 
doesn't. then that’s the kid to watch out 
for. Our iate Publisher, A. С. 
Spectorsky, author of The Exurbanites, 
has observed that when he was young, 
there were two kinds ol boys — those 
who liked to pull the wings off flics and 
those who liked girls, We confess to a 
preference for the latter. 7 
the perverts, the serious ju 
inquents — they're not interested in 
healthy boy-girl relationships. It is the 
sick mind that finds something loathe- 
some and obscene in sex. For u i 
neither dirty nor is it a 
society that is able to laugh at its 
sex included — has а pretty healthy at- 
titude. 
WALLAG 


ne that would be 


Asse 


Esquire Magazine started out 
on much the same premise. An editorial 
executive at Esquire said over the tcle- 
phone yesterday that almost everything 
ation of Esquire. 
ures as the jokes, 
nd centerfold girly- 
ach other. You came 
п. What 
t 


im PLAYBOY 


is an im 


Certainly such fea 
liquor, jazz. travel 
spread do parallel 
out of the Esquire or 
has pLayuoy got that Esquire h 
besides more girls? 

HEFNER: J think that it far more accu- 


anizatic 


rately reflects the tempo and th. 
the times. We've had such a phi nenal 
success — with such an aware audience — 
that I don't think it is possible to explain 
rLAYnOY's popularity by simply looking 
ide an issue. 1 believe we have a lunge 
rica today — 
feeling that 
a publication that has real mean- 
They've adopted rravnov 
symbol. sort ol. 
s the sports car, the dry mar- 
tini and the gray flannel suit. 
Wallach: Let's switch away from 
pLayuoy and to Hugh Hefner for a min- 
ute, if we may. Early in the show you 
were quoted as describing yourself, or 
perhaps the symbol of the fellow to 
whom you sell your magazine, as a 
young, city-bred male, sophisticated, i 
telligent if not intellectual, and so forth. 
Now, in selLappraisal, Hugh, are you 
indoor or outdoor. high-brow or low- 
brow? Well, let's start there. Are vou 
an indoor or outdoor fellow, by and 
large? 

m When we say "indoor," I think 
1 should make this point—we don't 
п that our reader never gets outside 


nking ol 


i 
segment of male urban An 
identifying with the book 
this 


as much 


in contrast to the outdoor men's mag 
zines—as a means of expressing city 


an urban gı 
WALLACE: High-brow, 
low-brow? 

HEFNER: 1 consider mysell upperani 


Wattace: How important is money to 
you? 
HEENER: A very secondary aim. 


WALLACE: Truly? 
erxek: Truly. 
WALLACE: | gather, from reading the 


Chicago Magazine portrait of you, that 
you rather like the affluence, the power, 
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the celebrity that came with being the 
publisher of a successful magazine. 
HEFNER: It's very, very nice... and quite 
unexpected . . . 

WALLACE: What's the kick that you get 
out of it? You're not after the money? 
exer: The primary purpose is a thing 
I felt 1 had to do. And the very real 
pleasure is in the doing. Most of the 
moncy that we're fortunate cnough to 
be making from the magazine goes right 
back into it— to make the future issues 
still better. 

WALLACE: You mean you just like the 
business of writing and taying-out and 
working with a paste-pot and selling and 
so forth? Just the business itsell? 
HEFNER: I don't want to cem that limit- 


ed. Actually it's a yearning to com. 
municate — to express one's talents and 
ideas. The creation of what we hope 


will prove to be the best men's maga- 
zine in America is, I think, enough of 
an aspiration for one guy in one life- 
time. 

WALLACE: Tell me this, 
a publisher and a ma 
opinion, Hugh, mak 
ing? 

HEFNER (laughing): That's a real beauty, 
Mike. Well . . . I think it's an indefin- 
able thing ... a combination of face and 
figure and personality . .. the way a girl 
projects herself, You're talking about a 
girl in person, I assume, in contrast to 
a photograph. 

WALLACE: Do you take out many of your 
Playmates? Are you attracted to the kind 
ls who pose in the nude? 

er: I've never thought about any 
big difference between girls who pose 
in the nude and girls who don't. 
WALLAG 
HEFNER: Really. 
Playmates are not profession 
"They're attractive girls that we find all 
over America and they pose for a 
of reasons. Some because they th 
will help them get into the movies . . . 
and some just for the fun of it. In the 
past year, one Playmate was an airline 
stewardess, one a New York telephone 
operator and one a Phi Beta Kappa 
writer. 

WALLACE: Hugh, let me ask you one last 
question to which I would like a “yes 
or “no” answer. Do you respect a girl 
who would pose in the nude— or very 
close to it — 

HEFNER: Certainly. 

WALLACE: — For a magazine that has a 
circulation of close to a million? 
HEENER: Certainly. 

waLLAce: Hugh Hefner — a hugely suc- 
cessful newcomer to the publishing 
world. His form for success is cleme: 
And whether you condone or deplore 
his formula, Hugh Hefner has proved 
beyond any doubt that there is, indeed, 
nothing like a dame 


s an editor and 
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KURTZMAN 


(continued from page 70) 


to sce how it felt and looked and 
smelled to ride in real tanks; he per- 
sonally interviewed Korean veterans and 
took a trip to Washington just to talk 
with people at the Pentagon. Once, he 
sent his assistant editor down in a sub- 
marine. Such attention to detail and 
accuracy w in the 


almost unknown і 
comic book field, but it paid off in a 
superior product that influenced the 
whole trade. 
This elaborate research and overwork 
Kurtzman's part led to lowered re- 
sistance and an attack of yellow jaun- 
dice. While convalescing, he brooded 
over his unhappy lot. “I wanted to edit 
a magazine where 1 wouldn't have 10 


go out says 
Kurtzman. "Something where I could 
go shut myself in a room somewhere 


and think up a story out of my head." 
Kurtzman's loyal but. research-worn art- 
ists said amen to that and vowed to 
follow wherever he might lead. 
Thus, in the spring of 1953, from 
yellow jaundice, was bom Mad. 
Mad (subtitled “Humor in a Jugular 
was a satirical comic book: 
it lampooned famous comic strips 
(Superduperman), radio and TV shows 
(Dragged Net), old movies (Ping Pong), 
(The Barefoot Nocoun- 
tessa), attacking them all through the 
expressive medium of the comic strip 
panel But these panels could not be 
assimilated by the 


cw movi 


s. therefore demanding of the reader 
an expense of time and effort. almost 
of study, if the full content of humor 
was to be extracted. As with other 
quality examples ol the strip cartoonist’s 
art (Krazy Kat, Barnaby, Pogo, Pea- 
nuts), the new magazine was first latched 
on to by a small, ardent following of 
enthusiasts and before long was 
hip, chic, the mainstay of 


conversation. “Mad,” wrote the editor 
of Alumination, “is perhaps the first 
truly adult comic " Pageant 

"In the comic book business, 


where 350 titles are. published monthly 
1 everybody follows trends, a very un- 
1 comic book — Mad — has emerged 
as the leader of the latest trend. Mad 
atirical and it's funny. And in a 
field normally dominated by horror and 


violence, this is such an unusual twist 
that Mad, only 1] issues, has soared 
to a circulation of 750,000 . . . 


In an 


le that first appeared 
Commentary and was subsequently 
thologized in a weighty tome called 
Mass Culture, Robert Warshow wrote 
that Mad was “devoted to a wild, undis- 
plincd machine-gun attack on Ameri- 
сап popular culture . . . The tendency 


of the humor, in its insistent violence, 
is to reduce all culture to indiscriminate 
anarchy.” He also said that Mad was 
"in a direct line of descent from the 
Marx Brothers .. and from that comic 
orchestra which starts out playing ‘scri- 
ous music and ends up with all the 
instruments smashed.” Warshow con- 
fessed to having read Mad “with a kind 
of irritated pleasure." 

Unexpected praise for the new Kurtz- 
man creation came from London when 
E. W. Hildick wrote, 
Journal of Education: "Intelligent peo- 
ple on this side of the Atlantic have 
grown used to receiving with a shudder 
news of any further development of 
mass communications in America. It is 
refreshing, therefore, to be able to 
describe such a venture — in the comic 
book field at that— without having to 
look up Roget on Rubbish." Hildick 
described his first experience with Ma 
"I must admit that for the first few 
minutes it had me fooled. Here, I 
thought, as 1 flicked through page alter 
page of thumps, thighs and thuggery, 
here was one of the worst. The fact 
that it was obviously better drawn than 
most only deepened my depression, for 
when excellent draſtsmen stoop to — 
and that's about as far as I got in this 
glum train of thought. I'd begun to 
follow onc of the stories more closely 
and in doing so had found that it was 
all a glorious hoax . . . peppered with 
satire and wrapped in parody." Super- 
man and such Superman types as Cap- 
tain Marvel and Batman were a favorite 
target for the early Mad. H 
sociologist. George Н. Pumphrey’s de- 
scription of such types (“small heads 
with reci 


developed muscular bodies and limbs") 
and then told his readers what hap- 
pened to these musclebound heroes 
in the hands of Kuruman and his 
friends: “They run true to type. Their 
muscles are cnormously developed, their 
heads are small. But — and this is where 
Mad's artists excel — their foreheads re- 
cede just that little bit too much, 
their mouths stretch that extra oafish 
millimetre and there is their 
expression, at times, the vague but un- 
mistakable pout of the pansy. After a 
dozen frames of this it is not incon- 
ceivable that even а staunch Super- 
man-worshiper should become a tifle 

(‘This looks like the goods, 
And if he should smile when 
he notices on Superduperman's chest 
an embroidered rom RENT ог 100% 
Wool, or THINK! instead of the usual 
flamboyant emblem, then the essential- 
ly humorless world of Superman will 
have begun to totter 

Other commentators on the new 
phenomenon included Stan Freberg 
(Sos. brilliant lampoonery . . . an 
example of pure and honest satire . . .") 
and Roger Price (“.. . 1 like Mad... 
Its the first successful humor magazine 
to be started in this country since The 
New Yorker . .. It has style.“). 

Canny paperback tycoon Tan 
lantine saw the me of Mad carly in 
the game and obtained permission to 
put out a series of still-popular 356 
collections of. Kurtzmania entitled The 
Mad Reader, Mad Strikes Back, Inside 
Mad and Utterly Mad. 

Naturally, newsstands scon became 
gluuted with Mad imitations dubbed 
Wild, Whack, Flip, Nuts, Riot, Mad- 
house, Bughouse, Crazy Man Crazy, Get 


about 


“Ralph, 
we've had in ten years . . . 


this is the coldest winter 


» 
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Whether “roughing 
ing. Our most popular 
boot. 9" high. Uppers of glowing 


fect Rt guaranteed, Order 
by mail only. Jim Richards 
ve Co, Dept. PB-197 Wellesley Hills 82, Mase, Send 

ires color catalog showing boot line for entire 


[A 


SEF 16:95 "s 


Special value in pre-tuned Mexican 
bongos! 2-tone natural wood finish 
shells with goatskin heads, sizes 5” 
and 6". Produces authentic bongo 
sound that so delights rhythm fans. 
Larger Bongo, 6" and 7⁄4” heads — 
regularly $18, now only $11.95. 
Order now at these special postpaid 
prices. Quantities limited. 


G. SCHIRMER 


3 East 43rd St, New York 17, Dept. 14 


A LIFETIME SUBSCRIPTION TO PLAYBOY 


brings a personal phone call from. 
Janet Pilgrim on Christmas Day. That's 
how your man-who-has-everything 


first hears about his fabulous gift. 


Shortly afterwards he receives his 
LIFETIME PLAYBOY CLUB membership. 
card, and then, PLAYBOY every month. 
for the rest of his life. 


In addition to your check for $150, 
we'll need the address and phone 
number of the lucky recipient. 
PLAYBOY 


232 E. Ohio Street - Chicago 11, Illinois 


Lost, Lunatickle and Eh! One imita- 
tion, Panic, was put on the market by 
the publisher of Mad. Though perhaps 
the deftest of the imitations, since it 
followed the Mad format exactly and 
used many Mad artists, it never achieved 
Mad's popularity. 

Kurtzman was destined for bigger 
things than the comic book medium, 
which he soon began to find restrictive. 
He received an attractive offer from 
Pageant to come in as assistant to the 
editor-in-chief and was considering it 
when Mad's publisher, William Gaines, 
made him an cven more attractive 
counteroffer — a carte blanche go-ahead 
оп a pet Kurtzman daydream: the up- 
grading of Mad Irom a comic book to 
an all-round satire magazine that would 
make use of written text, photographs 
and other special feature material in 
addition to the comic strip techniqu 
This new Mad allowed Kurtzman 
his cronies to stretch their wings and 
soar into areas of humor hitherto de- 
nied chem. 

It was a short-lived flight, however, 
for when the horror comics in the EC 
line fell under the bombardment of the 
censors, EC's distributor went bankrupt 
and, in the ensuing financial upheaval, 
the Kurtzman Consort was soon out on 
its own, looking for another publisher. 

The editors of PLAYBOY had long 
been fans of Mad and it was a natural 
course of events, then, when HMH 
Publishing Company furnished the nut 
for Kuruman to start afresh, A quarter 
of a million pLaysoy dollars were in- 
vested in Trump, a slick, expensively 
produced 50€ magazine with lull color 
distributed lavishly throughout. Dev- 
otees of satire will cherish forever 
the memory of some of Trump's hand- 
some, hilarious pages: the startlingly 
exact duplicate of a Breck shampoo ad. 
with Al Capps Hairless Joe in place 
of the perennial weteyed blonde; the 
spread of pseudo pocketbook covers, 
mpooning the paperback practice of 
promising sensational thrills on the 
covers of innocent classics (“ROBINSON 


CRUSOE, A Strange Tale of Lonely 
Men"): and the inspired parody of 
Life's "Epic of Man” series. This last 


was a sumptuous gatefold by Will Elder 
prefaced by these remarks: “Who is not 
fam h the epic of this type 
which has appeared as a series in a 
other popular magazine? . . . Wed 
been looking at all these beautiful 
artists! drawings of how cavemen looked 
a million years ago and we got to think- 
ing— what kind of pictures will the 
artists a million years from now be 
drawing of u?" The answer appeared 
in loving detail on the full-color. th 


page foldout that followed. A recon- 
structed “typical village” of the time of 
"Unitedstatesolithic Man” 1 been re- 


constructed all wrong by the anthro- 


pologists of a million years hence: a 
"typical hut" was pieced together from 
a subway entrance (“These huts, it 
seems, were connected by metal-tracked 
underground tunnels, probably for mu- 
tual protection. Inscription on hut in- 
dicates town was called ‘Downtown.’ "); 
men hung fish on "drying racks" (TV 
amtennac), fashioned "boat with in- 
genious valve device for letting water 
à bathtub), worshiped "odd statue 
found in great numbers everywhere” 
(a fire hydrant) and drank out of bowls 
“inscribed with tribal name" (Chev- 
rolet hubcaps). 

The publisher of rLaysoy soon dis 
covered, however (as did last year's TV 
sponsors of a Caesar named Sid), that 
the [ans of satire, though fervent, are 
few: there are not enough of them to 
support a lush, costly publication de- 
voted exclusively to satire (George S. 
Kaufman once observed. “Satire is what 
closes on Saturday night"). Trump was 
discontinued and Kurtzman, bloody but 
unbowed. drew his pals around him 
once again to plan still another nı 
zine. Money was chipped in by all con- 
cerned, and PLAYBOY contributed to the 
new venture with office space and ma- 
terial prepared for. but not used in. 
Trump. The new magazine, produced 
at low cost on inexpensive paper and 
aindy resembling the English Punch, 
was called Humbug. In the kickoff 
issue, Kurtzman wrote: 

“Here we go again! We don't believe 

in standing sull and letting the grass 
grow under our feet! Oh no! We're 
going to spring into action! We're 
going to hustle on down to that Un- 
employment Insurance office for money. 
After that, we're going to hustle back 
to work on our latest magazine, Hum- 
bug. Humbug will be a crusading mag; 
zinc. We will tackle important nation: 
Should the Mayllower 
Replica Be Allowed to Land in the 
nd Fluoridation — the Red Con- 
Humbug will be a responsible 
magazine. We won't write for morons. 
We won't do anything just to get 
laughs. We won't be dirty. We won't 
be grotesque, We won't be in bad taste. 
We won't sell any magazines.” 
This is “magnificent disregard” with 
vengeance! But friends and fans (they 
include Jan Ballantine, who will bring 
ош a paperback called The Humbug 
Digest any day now) have faith in 
Kurtzman. They know that, although 
the course of true satire has never run 
smooth, there will always be a staunch 
bunch of zany zealots who will run out 
and buy. read. roar over and recom- 
mend to all who will hear them the 
unique humor of the Kurtzman crew 
— whether it's labeled Mad, Trump, 
Humbug or Potrzebie. 


issues such as 


MANIPULATORS 


(continued from page 62) 


admonished car dealers to 
forego their long-time habit of kicking 
the tires when they inspect a 
brought in on a wade. The owner of the 
old car is apt to take that kick person- 
ally, and take his patronage elsewhere. 

As we all know, buying and selling 
has been going on in the world quite a 
while and. ever since the Бері 
sellers have done their damnedest to 
convince the buyers they needed such- 
and-such urn, or carpet, or love- 
potion, whether the 
needed them or not. There is nothing 
new in this. WI is new — and. what 
some thoughtful observers consider 
frightening. 1 morally reprehensible — 
is the grim elliciency such persuasion is 
taking in our time and the plain unfair- 
ness of what used to be a pretty fair tug 
of war. In olden days, buyer and seller 
fought as equals, and the buyer could 


selor 


an 


he à most cagey cuss indeed, exercising 
the sapient strategy i by 
Solomon in one of the proverbs: “Tt is 


might, it is naught. saith the buyer; 
but when he is gone his way. then he 
boasteth." Today, however, the sellers 
massing every force known to mod- 
ern psychology in a concerted effort to 


burrow inside the buyers mind and 
pulate him, make it impossible for 
“It is naught.” Buyers and 


sellers are no longer equals: the buyer 
gle layman with only his own 
personal compulsions and intelligence 
10 guide him: while the seller has be- 
come a vast, enormously 
machine relentlessly dedi 
facturing consent. Am 
sell 
aspi 


the 
r is selling products or political 


whether 


из makes little difference. The 
question that arises has been phrased 
thus by one disturbed public rel 
man: “What degree of intensity is proper 


ions 


in secking to arouse desire, hatred, envy, 


cupidity, hope . . 
What degree of intensity. 
Where does it stop? Does it stop 
A recent editorial in Art Dir 
magazine said. “The power to influence 
mass minds is Orwellian in its propor- 
tions. It is as potentially devastating to 
the minds, the morals and the emotions 
as the H-bomb: al world 
about us.” Already. through what the 
clectrical engineers are calling bio-con- 
trol, animals with full stomachs 1 
been made to [cel hu The 
lators go to а lot of trouble and spend 
lot of time and money making us 
hungry for foods and cars and clothes we 
don't need. Wouldn't it be a lot T 
for them if they could simply press a 
button? This, of course. is not possible 

for The M ors of 1957. 
But 1984 is less than 30 years away. 
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J Teta or Beautifully Finished 
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Yield House 
Dept. РВ12-7 
North Conway, N.H. 


A SPECIAL SERVICE FOR PLAYBOY READERS 


Janet Pilgrim сап help make your Christmas shopping ло much easier, Her new Reader 


J Service Department wi 
interesting items you see featured or advertised ii 
in the Index of Advertisers below. If the item 


tell you where in your town you can buy any of the hundreds of 
PLAYBOY, 


Just check the appropriate listing 
which you're interested isn't listed, 


jot down the description and page number on a separate sheet of paper. Then send the 
inquiry to Reader Service with your name and address. Janet. will 
speed local where-to-buy-it information right back to you. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 232 


Onio Street, Chicago 11, Ill. 
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"Next Week We've Got to Get Organized” 


THE 
PEN SET 


with o rene 
of humor Re- 
freshingly 

et 


students, 
everyone! 
Cortocn chorocters on the white ceramic oval 
created by Gardner, Felt bocked, 
it holds on excellent swivel boll point pen. 


MEXT WEEK ir is GOT TÒ cer OREANIZED 


FRAMED PRINTS for evervacay wnos nobody! 


Here ore those Nebbishes ogoin! This time in solid ook- 


Hamed prin, 6^ к 12" codi Werder em for den, 
fice playroom or dorm walla Wender. och, 
ful gifts for everybody! $1 25 ppd. 


PERSONALIZED LIGHTERS—woter stie 


thot blows emote ringe 


ind oll the reall Foshionoble, 
jer wiih imported mechonism. 
Sos рил more ва boked 
namel, A de-light-ful gift for every man 50 

250 ppa, 


ond woman who mokes. 
— included with every order- 


HANDKERCHIEF VALET moin- 
tains a nect fold in your breost 
pocket hondkerchiel 


Comes to you i 
bog, this ideal gift is mode 
lightweight aluminum with white 
beked enamel finish. $1.00 ppd. 


SECRETARIAT — A compliment 
fo ony fine desk set, this unique 
business cord file keeps calling 
cords hondy in alphabetic order- 
Feotures 14 korot gold-tocled 
sinuloted leather, gelden-arcined 
mmohogony, polished ron pinna 


HOUSE 
Е ANDRE 


729 N. Braver, Okichoma 


Gift of exclusi 
to pleose even the 
to-please” men. Sterl 

silver spheres overlaid 


with stors. Links fit through 
cuffs, then choin 
а knot, By moil? Naturally! 


Just odd 50c for hondling. 


MEN'S CASUAL WEAR 
59 WEST 8th STREET ~ NEW YORK CITY 


PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


Anyone for camel racing, a Baby- 
lonian bazaar and beauty queens dad 
n naught but harem scanties If so, 
point your Corvette in the direction of 
California's Coachella Valley during its 
mid-February National Date Festival. 
The dates involved are mostly the ob- 
long Phoenix dactylifera variety that 
grow on palms, but you'll also find long- 
stemmed, cunningly-curved types. strol- 
ling about in happy profusion. And 
Palm Springs, with its attendant Г 
only 25 miles away. 

A nifty new way of getting down to 
Mi. rom New Vork is to fly via Ha- 
vana. First-class air fare is boosted by 
only $6.31 round trip, and you can stop 
over in Cuba for a few hours or a few 


n, is 


days, as you wish. "Ihe “Lropicana’s 
chorus linc is a stunning sight to see. 
February, of course, is carnival month 


— and Rio's gala is certainly the hardi- 
est perennial of them all. Good way 
to take it all in is on a cruise to the 
irt bay city with additional 
Trinidad, Barbados, Bahia, 
Montevideo, Buenos Aires, etc. — in 38 
days for $1285 up from Manhattan, leav- 
ing January 23. Or, if you prefer calypso 
to samba, leave Gotham February 13 
same route, same special cruise fun, 
same luxury shipboard living — to hit 


NEXT MONTH: 


featuring 


Trinidad at the peak of its Mardi Gras 
hoopla. 

In Europe, too. February means car 
nival time, especially along the Riviera. 
But if you're a little tired of the flam- 
boyant carryingson and the crowds at 
such popular spas as Nice, give a look 
at the lovelier, and far less com- 
mercial joys of, for instance, the Lemon 
Festival at Menton on the French side, 
or the Almond Blossom Festival at Agri- 
gento across the frontier in Italy. If you 
choose Italy, don't forget an unforget- 
table, little known ski spot that is almost 
n osi the warm Mediterrane 
Pic While you're taking vour 
ase at these quieter resorts, it's no trick 
to zip over to the big plush playgrounds 
when the spirit moves you. Incidentally, 
private yachts on charter are increas 
ingly available for Mediterrancan coastal 
jaunts and skindiving expeditions all 
along these ancient shores—at rates run 
ning around $20 per voyageur per day. 
The Port Captain at most of the resorts 
can usually steer you straight on this. 

For further information, write to Janet 
Pilgrim, Playboy Reader Service, 232 E. 
Ohio St., Chicago 11, Illinois. 
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NEW STORIES BY JAMES JONES (AUTHOR OF "FROM HERE TO 
ETERNITY” AND THE FORTHCOMING CONTROVERSIAL “SOME CAME 


RUNNING") АМО 


JACK. KEROUAC (AUTHOR OF “ON THE ROAD," SPOKESMAN FOR 


THE BEAT GENERATION); PLUS 


SILVERSTEIN IN PARIS—SEVEN PAGES OF THE WHISKERED WIT'S 
ESCAPADES IN THE CITY OF LIGHT 


THE PLAYMATE REVIEW—PRESENTING ALL THE PLAYMATES OF 
1957 IN ONE FULL-COLOR FEATURE 


Kentucky Clubs 


2 
u ets 


SUARANTEED 
FRESH 


KENSEAL POUCH KEEPS 
TOBACCO AT ITS 
MELLOW BEST 


Fill your pipe with one of Kentucky Club's quality 
tobaccos and you'll discover the true joy of smoking a 
pipe. Nine different blends—a blend for every taste—all 
packaged in the Genuine Kenseal Pocket Pouch and 
GUARANTEED FRESH. Zip open the outer "discard" package 


MISS KENSEAL OF 1057, 
ELECTED Bv THE TOBACCO 
DEALERS OF AMERICA. 


and there’s your Kenseal Pouch— 
filled at the factory—and ready to use. Keeps your 
tobacco fresh, mellow and cool-smoking to the last 
pipeful. Soft and flexible in your pocket. Kentucky Club, 
Division of Mail Pouch Tobacco Co., Wheeling, W. Va. 


CHOOSE YOUR PERSONAL TOBACCO FROM KENTUCKY CLUB'S 9 BRANDS—ALL IN KENSEAL POUCH 


AROMATIC KENTUCKY CLUB MIXTURE— 
Blended for modern tastes from six uci 
choice imported and domestic tobaccos. 


Cocl-burning, refreshingly aromatic. kia. Highly aromatic. Rough cut. 


WILLOUGHBY TAYLOR — The 
personal mixture of Willough- 

‘Taylor, famous tobacco 
blender. Choice tobaccos 
sized for cool, even burning. 


LONDON DOCK — Inten 
tionally famous mixture 
vored by sportsmen and se- 
rious smokera. Five top- 
quality tobaccos. 


WHITEHALL — Especially popular with 
ctive men. Six different imported 
und domestic tobacco: but no Lata- 


DONNIFORD— Very smooth 

lish-type mixture. Five 
tobaccos cut five dif- 
ferent. ways, Generous quan- 
tity of rich-flavored Latakiu. 


BRUSH CREEK — Just. about the most 
expensive tobacco om the market, 
and worth it. Blended from best 
imported and domestic Lobaccos. 


| 


ra whe like natural tasto and 


For smoke 
aroma, Delightfully mild and mellow 


KENTUCKY CLUB WHITE BURLEY 
—An honest blend of choice 
leaves. Famous for its 
amooth, mild flavor and 
grand aroma. Cool-smoking. 


Latakia and Perique with 
three domestic tobaccos. 


Samovar 


VODKA zz 


à 


JUBILEE PUNCH, Pour over ice ii HOLLY PUNCH. Pour over ice in a 
punch bowl: one bottle (fifth) punch bowl: one bottle (fifth) Samovar 
Vodka, two quarts eranberry juice and Vodka, four jigs green creme de 
a quart of sparkli Stir, add menthe, and one quart sparkling water. 
lemon j т It's deli- CONFETTI PUNCH. Pour one bottle 
cious! (Serves 25 people at less than (fifth) Samovar Vodka over ice in a 
20 cents per serving.) Take it punch bowl, chill. Add 2 fifths Cook's 


make it easy with Samovar Vodka. Champagne. Float mara PRODUCT OF U.S A. SCHENLEY DISTILLERS CO., N Y €. 
MADE FROM GRAIN. EO AND 100 PROOF 


